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THE  EMPEROR'S  SON. 


CHAPTER    I. 

Dost  thou  deem 

It  such  an  easy  task  from  the  fond  breast 

To  root  affection  out  ? 

Souihey. 

Un  seul  mot  s'y  retrace,  et  ce  mot  est  de  feu  : — 
L'amour,  rien  que  Tamour.    Mon  Dieu,  mon  Dieu  ! 
La  Martine — Josselyn. 

At  the  close  of  the  second  day  our  traveller 
drew    near   the   hereditary  castle,    and  as  the 
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circuitous  approach  gradually  wound  round  a 
majestic  mountain,  an  extensive  prospect  open- 
ed upon  the  view.  Dark  unfading  forests  of 
pine  and  fir  spread  in  waving  masses  over  the 
hilly  district,  where  huge  rocks  boldly  pro- 
truded their  naked  asperities  amongst  the 
graceful  feathery  larch,  which  cast  a  brighter 
hue  on  a  scene  that  might  have  appeared 
sombre  to  the  young  and  prosperous,  but 
which  harmonized  completely  with  the  tone 
of  feeling  pervading  the  whole  party  who  now 
looked  upon  it. 

There  is  no  balm  more  efficacious  in  calming 
the  turbulence  of  human  emotion  than  the 
aspect  of  nature,  ever  changing  yet  still  the 
same — constant  in  matchless  variety.  The 
soothing  influence  lulls  the  cares  of  life  to 
rest,  whilst  the  soul  is  raised  far  above  the 
puerile  joys  or  daily  sorrows  that  chequer  the 
short  period  we  are  assigned  to   pass   in  the 


beautiful  world  created  for  our  enjoyment,  and 
which  the  passions  of  man  alone  have  defaced, 
in  the  wilful  abuse  of  that  superior  reason, 
given  as  a  blessing,  yet  too  often  perverted  to 
the  worst  of  purposes. 

It  was  with  a  sentiment  of  subdued  thank- 
fulness that  the  exiles  caught  the  first  glimpse 
of  their  home.  Ella  checked  a  rising  tear,  as 
she  recognized  each  familiar  spot,  and  looked 
once  more  on  the  grey  and  time-stained  walls 
within  the  limits  of  which  she  had  passed  the 
playful  years  of  childhood.  A  host  of  tender 
recollections  hovered  over  the  ancestral  pos- 
sessions. The  ivy  clothed  tower,  surmounted 
by  a  gothic  belfry,  from  whence  many  a 
joyous  or  imposing  summons  had  greeted  her 
youthful  ear,  stood  forth  preeminent  amongst 
the  extensive  pile  of  building  3  the  deep  bo- 
som of  the  lake  expanded  its  shining  waves 
to    the     departing    glories    of  sunset;  whilst 
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the    thickly   planted  linden    grove    stretched 
forth    its  spreading    branches  to  the   margin 
of  the  water.     Not  a  bough  of  this  fine  grove 
had  been  touched ;    the  foliage  glowing   with 
all  the  luxuriance  of  autumnal  variety,  imparted 
a  richness  to  the  coup  d'ceil,  and  gave  a  warmth 
of  colouring  that  almost  italianized  the  severer 
beauties  of  a  northern  landscape.     The  rustic 
seat  picturesquely  placed  under  a  majestic  oak 
gnarled  with    age;    the   rustic  fishing   house, 
constructed   on  a  rock  jutting   out  upon   the 
lake;  the  little  pleasure  boat,  gaily  painted  in 
green  and  white;  all  were  replete  with  interest. 
Albert    had   formerly    designed   and   superin- 
tended these  trifles ;   the  boat  had  once  been 
his,    and  the  neat  tackle  had  been  completed 
under  his  direction  ;    every  nook   seemed  im- 
pressed with  'his  image,  and  was  consecrated  by 
the  spirit  of  love,  which  diffused  a  thousand 
nameless  spells  around. 


A  number  of  old  domestics  and  faithful  re- 
tainers crowded  at  either  side  the  arched  gate- 
way, to  welcome  their  fallen  master.     A  cour 
rier,    who  preceded  the  family  equipage,    had 
announced  its  approach,  conveying  at  the  same 
time  an  intimation  that  no  clamorous  rejoic- 
ings should  hail  their  unexpected  arrival.     But 
although  it  was  easy  to  check  the  boisterous 
demonstrations  of  gaiety,  nothing  could  repress 
the  cordial  welcome  and  grateful  respect  which 
were  conspicuous  in  the  weather-beaten  faces 
of  the  peasantry  collected  near  the  castle. 

From  this  romantic  residence  von  Linden- 
berg  had  first  emerged  in  isolated  dignity  to  the 
active  sphere  of  public  life.  Hitherto  he  had 
returned  to  the  halls  of  his  forefathers  with  a 
mingled  feeling  of  proud  satisfaction,  and  early 
association ;  he  now  came  back  under  far  diffe- 
rent circumstances  $  he  returned  to  seek  shelter 
and  oblivion ! 
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"  Here,  at  least,  we  find  sincerity,' '  sighed 
the  Baroness,  as  her  husband  led  her  through 
the  anxious  group  assembled  to  witness  and 
greet  their  return.  u  Those  frank  faces  have 
not  learned  to  smile  deception,  or  those  cordial 
voices  to  repeat  the  accents  of  falsehood/5 

"  Poor  people !"  answered  he ;  "  they  are 
happier  in  the  simplicity  of  their  condition  than 
the  bright  throng  of  courtiers  encumbering  the 
imperial  anti-chamber.'5 

"  We  excite  no  envy  amongst  these  honest 
hearts/'  continued  the  lady ;  "  our  duties  are 
reduced  in  number  and  in  difficulty.  Oh,  Fre- 
derick, I  am  thankful,  yes  thankful,  th&t  the 
storm  which  dispersed  the  greatness  we  were 
heaping  up  has  spared  us  many  blessing.'5 

"  Welcome  once  more  to  Ereinfels !"  ex- 
claimed the  Baron,  as  he  placed  a  chair  for 
his  wife  ;  u  welcome,  dear  Caroline  !  my  child, 
Ella,    welcome   to    vour   father's   home !    the 


home  of  his  fathers !  These  gothic  walls, 
these  ancient  towers,  are  our  own;  with  the 
small  revenue  derived  from  these  limited  pos- 
sessions I  first  commenced  my  political  career ; 
to  the  peaceful  hereditary  roof  I  now  return;" 
and  the  Baron  seated  himself  by  the  side  of 
his  wife,  in  the  vast  hall  described  in  our 
opening  chapter. 

"  When  we  first  married,"  rejoined  she, 
"  it  was  here  we  spent  the  early  portion  of 
our  wedding  life.  Ereinfels  must  be  dear  to 
me." 

"  And  to  me  also,"  observed  von  Linden- 
berg,  with  a  placid  smile.  "  Leopold  was  born 
here;  and  so  were  you,  my  gentle  Ella." 

Thus  addressed  our  heroine  looked  up  and 
met  her  father's  benevolent  countenance,  beam- 
ing parental  affection. 

"  Come  hither  and  receive  my  blessing, 
child,"    cried    he,    extending   his    arms,   into 
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which  she  eagerly  threw  herself,  whilst  a  co- 
pious flood  of  tears  relieved  the  bursting  an- 
guish of  her  soul. 

"  Am  I  forgiven  ?"  murmured  she  at  length 
with  a  convulsive  sob. 

"  You  are  freely,  fully,  forgiven/5  said  the 
Baron;  "  I  have  assiduously  watched  that 
changeful  cheek,  those  weeping  downcast  lids. 
I  know  the  extent  of  your  error,  and  the  since- 
rity of  your  contrition.  I  only  pray  to  heaven 
that  no  greater  penalty  may  attend  your  im- 
prudence than  the  transient  cloud  of  my  dis- 
pleasure f  and  the  father  sighed  as  he  thought 
of  RosendahL 

"  You  are  too  kind,  too  generous,"  faultered 
the  trembling  but  grateful,  girl  as  she  clung 
more  fondly  to  him ;  "  I  do  not  deserve  so 
much/' 

"  Forbear,  dear  child;  you  have  said — you 
have  suffered  enough.     I  judge  not  solely  by 
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results,  which  in  our  case  have  proved  calami- 
tous; I  look  for  the  motives  of  action.  We 
can  only  be  accountable  for  our  intentions ; 
yours  were  pure ;  you  have  been  unwise  but 
not  unkind.  We  have  all  shown  blindness 
and  self  delusion.  Snares  were  spread — I  was 
a  doomed  man — and  these  untoward  events 
were  only  hastened,  not  produced,  by  your 
weakness  and  imprudence." 

"  Culpable  weakness — guilty  imprudence  — 
for  which  I  can  never  offer  sufficient  atone- 
ment," cried  Ella,  completely  subdued  by  her 
father's  gentleness. 

"  This  acknowledgement  effaces  your  error. 
Calm  yourself,  dear  Ella.  Remember  that  al- 
though dismissed  from  the  council  of  my  so- 
vereign I  am  not  lowered  in  my  own  eyes. 
There  is  no  disgrace  where  there  is  no  degrada- 
tion/' observed  the  Baron  proudly. 

"  You  were  too  popular,  too  liberal  in  your 
b  3 
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measures/'  interrupted  the  Baroness;  "  you 
excited  envy,  and  must  endure  the  natural  con- 
sequences." 

"  Why  repine  in  vain  conjecture,  dearest 
Caroline?"  rejoined  her  husband ;  "the  dream 
of  greatness  is  over — we  will  live  in  future  for 
our  children." 

u  But  when  I  think  of  Leopold  and  his 
advancement,"  observed  the  anxious  mother, 
u  I  tremble  lest  his  prospects  may  be  oversha- 
dowed by  the  lowering  clouds  which  now 
envelope  yours." 

The  Baron  looked  grave  even  to   sadness. 

«  We  gave  our  son  good  principles;  and 
hitherto  he  has  acted  in  accordance  with  them. 
Let  us  hope  he  will  continue  to  discharge  his 
duty  bravely,"    replied  he  after  a  short  pause. 

"  It  is  on  his  account,"  resumed  Madame 
von  Lindenberg,  «  that  I  suffer  thus  intensely. 
For  you  I  have  no  right  to  murmur,  when  you 
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are  satisfied  to  bow  meekly  under  these  re- 
verses." 

"  I  find  nothing  to  regret/''  said  he,  "  except 
the  power  which  sometimes  enabled  me  to 
benefit  my  country.  Let  us  look  around  us, 
Caroline;  we  possess  a  competency,  and  we 
have  each  other." 

"  The  pleasures  of  the  court  never  allured 
me,"  replied  the  lady  ;, "  I  did  not  prize  its 
pomps  or  privileges.  Perhaps  I  was  destined 
for  a  more  humble  sphere.  But  Ella  may  per- 
chance regret  Vienna."  As  she  spoke  she  turn- 
ed to  her  daughter. 

"  Oh  no,'5  exclaimed  she,  "  Vienna  pos- 
sesses nothing  to  interest  me.  I  always  pre- 
ferred Ereinfels.  It  is  the  home  of  my  youth  ; 
its  sober  aspept  is  replete  with  reminiscences 
of  other  and  happier  days.  I  can  never  regret 
Vienna  while  under  our  ancestral  roof ;  and  if 
Leopold  should   obtain  leave    of  absence  to 
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enliven  our  domestic  circle  for  a  few  weeks,  I 
think  I  should  be — almost" — happy,  she  was 
going  to  say,  but  the  word  died  on  her  lips  as 
she  ti)  ought  of  Albert. 

"  Another  name  is  in  your  heart,  Ella,"  re- 
marked her  father  gravely;  "  you  spoke  of 
Leopold,  but  you  mentally  invoked  your  absent 
Albert." 

The  gentle  girl  blushed  and  averted  her  face, 
which  bore  the  trace  of  strong  emotion. 

"  Our  alte.ed  condition,5'  continued  von  Lin- 
denberg,  in  a  voice  of  strong  remonstrance, 
"  will  render  it  necessary  for  me  to  address  a 
few  lines  to  Albert,  ere  you  can  with  propriety 
resume  your  correspondence  with  him.  You 
will  therefore  not  write  until  you  receive  my 
sanction." 

Ella  clasped  his  hand  with  fervour,  and  cast 
a  pleading  look  in  her  father's  face. 

"  Excuse  my  observations,  dear  child,"  con- 
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tinued  he,  as  if  in  reply  to  her  look;  "  but  it 
would  not  be  maidenly  on  your  part  to  detail 
the  sad  particulars  of  our  reverse  of  fortune,  or 
the  nature  of  your  feelings  on  the  subject.  You 
have  ceased  to  move  in  the  same  sphere  in 
which  Albert  knew  and  loved  you.  I  am  no 
longer  a  minister,  no  longer  attached  to  the 
imperial  household;  you  are  the  daughter  of  a 
humble  man,  and  as  such  you  must  expect  the 
world  will  consider  you/' 

"  But  Albert  ?  you  do  not  class  him  with 
the  world  in  general  ?"  faultered  Ella. 

"  Not  Albert  individually,"  rejoined  the 
Baron,  "  but  his  father  may  be  considered  as 
forming  no  exception  to  the  rest  of  mankind/' 

"  You  spoke  of  Albert,  not  of  Count  Ro- 
sendahl,"  observed  Ella,  trembling  at  the  in- 
ference which  von  Lindenberg's  words  seemed 
to  imply. 
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"  We  must  not  deceive  ourselves,  child,55 
resumed  he ;  "  the  gay  futurity  once  open  to 
your  anticipations  is  now  likely  to  be  closed  by 
the  hands  of  adversity.  Your  dower,  which  had 
been  increased  through  the  munificence  of  our 
respected  monarch,  must  now  dwindle  to  the 
original  sum  my  small  patrimony  allows  me 
to  settle  upon  you,*  and  as  we  cease  to  enjoy 
the  protection  and  favour  of  the  court,  so  may 
you  cease  to  be  deemed  an  eligible  bride  for  the 
house  of  Rosendahl." 

Ella  made  no  reply ;  she  was  too  painfully 
convinced  of  the  truth  of  her  fathers  rea- 
soning, although  she  struggled  against  the  un- 
welcome admission,  and  waited  patiently  for  the 
conclusion  of  the  conversation. 

"  It  would  but  ill  suit  your  age  and  sex,  my 
Ella,"  interposed  the  Baroness,  "  and  be  per- 
fectly inconsistent  with  our  own  dignity,  were 
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you  to  remind  Count  Albert  of  the  ties  sub- 
sisting between  you.'5 

"  Oh  mother  !  dear  mother  !"  exclaimed  the 
weeping  girl,  concealing  her  countenance  on 
the  maternal  bosom. 

"  Banish  these  tears ;  you  forget  the  noble 
stock  from  whence  you  sprang.  Believe  me, 
my  sweet  child,  either  my  heart  strangely  mis- 
leads me,  or  Albert  is  a  true  and  honourable 
gentleman,'5  observed  Madame  von  Lindenberg, 
in  her  most  persuasive  tone. 

"  I  do  not,  I  cannot  doubt  him,"  replied 
Ella,  with  firmness. 

"  Nor  do  I  doubt  Albert,"  echoed  the  Ba- 
ron ;  "  but  I  dread  the  influence  of  others." 

u  If  he  loves  our  child  as  a  virtuous  woman 
deserves  to  be  loved,  he  will  hasten  to  remind 
us  of  our  engagement,  and  his  own  constancy," 
returned  the  matron  with  grave  dignity ;  "  and 
if  he  does  not  do  so,  he  is  unworthy  of  our 
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daughter  or  of  us.  Count  Rosendahl  is  a  very- 
different  person  from  his  son  :  the  latter  is  all 
impulse  and  enthusiasm ;  the  distinctions  of 
society  are  scarcely  respected  by  him ; — whereas 
the  former  sees  all  things  through  the  distorting 
medium  of  public  opinion  ;  all  things  are  esti- 
mated by  him  accordingly  as  they  are  estimated 
by  the  passions,  weakness  or  prejudice  of  the 
majority ;  he  is  incapable  of  discovering  hum- 
ble merit,  or  of  sympathizing  with  fallen  great- 
ness ;  success  is  his  standard  of  excellence, 
prosperity  his  test  of  virtue.  Moreover  he  is 
guided  or  rather  ruled  by  his  wife  ;  and  of  her 
sentiments  we  are  too  well  able  to  judge  by 
experience." 

"  I  acknowledge  that  the  Countess  is  a 
haughty  and  forbidding  personage/'  replied 
Ella,  "  yet  I  never  provoked  her  enmity." 

"  It  was  not  necessary  to  provoke  it;  we 
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have  received  sufficient  proofs  of  its  existence," 
rejoined  von  Lindenberg  -,  u  in  private  as  well 
as  in  public  affairs  there  is  reason  to  sus- 
pect the  baleful  influence  of  Madame  Rosen- 
dahl.  She  is  said  to  be  deeply  leagued  with 
the  political  party  which  has  just  triumphed 
in  our  disgrace." 

"  But  her  influence  cannot  extend  to  Albert," 
exclaimed  Ella  fervently;  "  he  is  not  her  son !" 

"  She  is  his  father's  wife/5  rejoined  the  Ba- 
ron pointedly.  "  From  the  very  commencement 
of  the  acquaintance  between  our  families,  she 
strenuously  opposed  your  marriage  with  her 
step -son.  Judge  then  if  her  arguments  will 
not  gain  additional  force  by  our  present  po- 
sition?" 

"  Our  child  must  not  wait  passively  to  be 
rejected  by  the  parents  of  her  affianced  hus 
band,"   cried  the  Baroness  proudly      "  Ella, 
your  womanly  pride  must  be  roused  in   sup- 
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port  of  our  dignity ;  you  will  submit  to  the 
judgment  of  your  father.'*' 

"  I  will  write  to  Albert  without  delay,"  said 
von  Lindenberg ;  "  your  happiness,  and  that 
which  is  still  dearer  to  me,  your  honour,  are  in 
my  hands.  I  will  exert  myself  to  the  utmost, 
and  if  I  cannot  insure  the  one,  at  least  I  must 
not  risk  the  safety  of  the  other." 
*  "  True,  most  true,"  answered  Ella  in  a  voice 
of  deep  emotion  ;  "  the  daughter  of  von  Lin- 
denberg must  not  implore  the  promised  hand 
of  her  affianced  husband ;  father,  I  yield  my- 
self to  your  guidance." 

"  Need  I  say,  my  beloved  child,  how  much 
your  feelings  will  influence  my  ultimate  decision 
in  this  unhappy  matter  ?"  said  the  Baron  with 
fondness.  "  Nothing  shall  be  done  without  your 
previous  knowledge  and  I  trust  approval.  I 
shall  candidly  inform  Albert  of  the  eventful 
changes  that  have  taken  place  in  our  circum- 
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stances;  assuring  him  at  the  same  time  of  our 
continued  attachment ;  but  I  shall  request  and 
indeed  stipulate  that  he  will  obtain  Count  Ro- 
sendahl's  unequivocal  sanction  ere  he  proceeds 
to  ratify  those  vows  from  which  it  is  now  our 
desire  to  release  him." 

"  Should  the  Count  withhold  his  consent  ?" 
faintly  articulated  Ella,  in  a  voice  so  low  that 
it  almost  failed  to  reach  the  ear  for  which  it 
was  intended. 

"  You  would  not  claim  your  future  husband 
on  the  faith  of  former  protestations,"  continued 
the  Baron  firmly.  "  If  Albert  be  the  generous- 
minded  being  which  I  have  ever  considered 
him,  his  feelings  may  be  easily  conjectured ; 
but  the  devoted  attachment  of  a  lover,  although 
it  may  serve  to  prove  that  the  affections  of  my 
child  were  not  unworthily  bestowed,  will  not 
reconcile  me  to  a  union  contracted  in  defiance 
of  his  father's   injunctions.      The  conduct  of 
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the  Count   cle   Rosendahl  alone    must  deter- 
mine mine." 

Ella  sobbed  audibly,  but  answered  not. 

"  You  distress  our  daughter,  dear  Frede- 
rick/' said  the  matron,  in  a  tone  of  rebuke ; 
"  these  forebodings  may  prove  unfounded ;  and 
all  may  yet  be  well,  provided  Albert  continues 
faithful.     Both  are  young,  both " 

i(  Caroline/'  interrupted  her  husband,  with 
a  sternness  of  manner  unusual  to  him,  "  you 
ought  to  know  my  tender  love  towards  our 
child,  and  the  constant  solicitude  1  have  ever 
felt  and  shown  for  her  happiness.  Hitherto 
she  has  been  my  companion,  my  solace,  and 
the  object  of  my  fondest  hopes  \  but  much  as 
I  value  her  peace  of  mind,  I  cannot  sacrifice 
her  feminine  dignity,  or  my  own  sentiments  of 
fatherly  prudence,  to  the  inclinations  of  her 
heart.  Still,  all  I  require  is  that  she  will  abs- 
tain from  renewing  her    correspondence  with 
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Albert,  until  some  intimation,  either  from  him 
or  Count  Rosendahl,  allows  us  to  judge  if  a 
continuance  of  it  is  desired  by  them  as  well  as 
by  ourselves.  Dear  girl,''  continued  he,  in  a 
softened  tone,  a  you  cannot  fathom  the  cold 
depths  of  ambitious  calculation.  But  I  know 
de  Rosendahl's  weakness,  and  the  extent  of  his 
wife's  ascendancy.  My  fears — for  I  confess  I 
have  fears — are  the  result  of  long  observation. 
May  they  prove  unfounded  !" 

The  Baron's  fair  child  listened  in  duteous 
humility,  and  offered  no  resistance  to  a  decision 
that  was  satisfactory  to  her  reason,  however 
painful  its  consequences  might  be  to  her  de- 
voted attachment.  She  drew  closer  to  her 
father  as  he  spoke,  and  gradually  encircled  his 
neck  with  her  arm,  pressing  his  cheek  towards 
her  own,  while  her  silken  ringlets  mingled  with 
his  grey  hairs,  and  a  warm  tear  fell  upon  his 
pale  forehead. 
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ei  I  promise/'  said  she  mildly  after  a  brief 
pause — a  I  promise  to  fulfil  your  injunctions ; 
I  promise,  dearest  parents,  to  abide  by  your 
wishes  ;  for  much  as  I  love  Albert,  and  great  as 
the  trial  is — greater  perhaps  than  you  suppose 
■ — yet  I  believe — I  feel  that  I  ought  to  await  a 
communication  from  him.  But  father,  dear 
father,  is  it  requisite  that  you  should  release 
Albert  from  his  engagement  ?  May  not  his  im- 
petuous nature  rebel  against  a  supposition  that 
may  seem  to  doubt  if  not  impugn  his  truth  and 
constancy  ?  May  he  not  imagine  that  our  sen- 
timents are  changed  ?  I  cannot  believe  but  he 
will  feel  pained  at  least,  if  not  indignant,  at 
finding  that  you  have  for  one  moment  suspected 
him  of  vacillation." 

"  I  will  not  wound  your  lover  Ella,  nor  will 
I  prejudice  his  father's  future  conduct.  I  will 
allow  a  few  days  to  elapse — enough  to  allow  of 
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his  writing ;  and  the  tone  of  his  letter  shall  dic- 
tate our  reply.     Are  you  satisfied  }" 

Saying  these  words5  von  Lindenberg  folded 
his  daughter  to  his  bosom,  and  as  she  felt  the 
fond  pressure  of  paternal  affection,  Ella  meek- 
ly  submitted  to  the  judgment  of  her  father. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Can  I  forget  him  ?  drive  him  from  my  soul  ? 
Oh  !  he  will  still  be  present  to  my  eyes, 
His  words  will  ever  echo  in  my  ears. 

Smith. 

L'absence !  oh,  que  l'absence  est  une  amere  chose, 
Quand,  s'effrayant  d'aimer,  le  cceur  tremble,  et  n'ose 
Croire  a  l'amour  d'un  autre  coeur ! 

A  cet  amour  voile"  qui,  pour  se  faire  entendre, 
N'a  besoin  que  d'un  mot,  ou  d'un  regard  plus  tendre, 
Long-temps  avant  d'etre  voue"  j 

Mais  dont  le  souvenir,  dans  son  vague  mystere, 
N'a  plus  de  quoi  suffire  au  cceur  qui,  solitaire, 

Craint  de  s'6tre  seul  devoue" 

Madame  de  Waldor. 

The  first  few  days  after  the  arrival  of  the 
Baron's   family  at  Ereinfels    were  spent  in   a 
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state  of  feverish  excitement,  which  gradually 
subsided  as  the  peaceful  routine  of  domestic 
life  asserted  its  soothing  prerogatives.  Ella  was 
the  chief  sufferer,  and  she  felt  more  keenly 
than  her  parents  were  inclined  to  suppose  3  for 
the  sorrows  of  youthful  attachment  seldom 
elicit  a  strong  sympathy,  even  from  the  best 
and  kindest  amongst  our  friends.  This  indif- 
ference to  the  griefs  of  early  love  frequently 
originates  in  a  far  better  source  than  that  ob- 
duracy of  feeling  with  which  the  middle  aged 
are  so  generally  accused.  Already  accustomed 
to  the  disenchantments  of  the  world,  they  look 
back  on  those  trials  from  which  time  and  cir- 
cumstances have  emancipated  them,  with  a 
contemplative  and  satisfied  philosophy :  having 
successfully  weathered  the  hurricane  of  former 
passions,  they  expect  from  the  rising  gene- 
ration a  series  of  similar  efforts,  attended  by 
as  favourable  results. 

vol.  11.  c 
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The  Baron  and  Baroness  von  Lmdenberg 
were  however  moved  by  a  far  different  impulse. 
Their  own  wedded  career  had  proved  an  even 
course  of  unmixed  felicity ;  no  harassing  obsta- 
cles had  traversed  the  pure  current  of  their 
affection ;  the  bitterness  of  doubt  and  disap- 
pointment had  never  for  an  instant  mingled 
its  gall  in  the  overflowing  cup  of  mutual  con- 
fidence and  love.  Therefore,  much  as  they 
might  deplore  the  moral  torture  endured  by 
Ella,  they  were  unable  to  appreciate  feelings 
with  which  they  still  remained  unfamiliar; 
they  could  not  fathom  the  gulf  of  misery  that 
threatened  to  close  over  the  hopes  of  their 
child. 

The  simple  habits  of  her  early  youth  ren- 
dered Madame  von  Lindenberg  extremely  par- 
tial to  a  secluded  life;  and  so  soon  as  the 
first  tumult  of  mortification  and  surprise  had 
passed  away,    she  became  speedily  reconciled 
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to  the  comparative  obscurity  of  her  lot.  Nei- 
ther formed  nor  educated  to  sustain  the  an- 
xious weight  of  a  court  existence ; '  averse  to 
ostentatious  display,  and  the  parade  of  rank ; 
her  meek  virtues  and  retiring  manners  were 
exactly  suited  to  the  unobtrusive  station  to 
which  she  was  consigned ;  and  there  were  even 
moments  when  she  felt  a  positive,  though  per- 
haps an  unconscious  satisfaction,  at  the  change 
of  circumstances  which  first  appeared  so  disas- 
trous, since  it  afforded  the  full  indulgence  of 
those  peaceful  pursuits  she  had  often  been 
compelled  to  relinquish  during  the  sunshine  of 
prosperity. 

The  innocent  gratification  she  experienced 
at  being  enabled  to  resume  her  rural  amuse- 
ments without  restraint,  captivated  her  atten- 
tion, and  withdrew  her  thoughts  from  the 
contemplation  of  political  reverses  and  worldly 
disappointment;    the   minor   cares   of  shrubs, 

02 
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flowers,  birds,  and  the  homely  yet  interesting 
avocations  of  housewifery,  filled  up  the  day, 
and  left  no  time  for  sorrow,  or  regret,  to 
creep  upon  her  leisure.  Her  yielding  disposi 
tion  seemed  to  cling  mechanically  to  the 
numerous,  almost  imperceptible  fibres  that 
invariably  bind  the  female  heart  to  those  fa- 
miliar objects  by  which  it  may  be  surrounded, — 
exalting  trifles  to  importance,  stimulating  the 
powers  of  the  mind  to  activity,  and  directing 
them  to  the  attainment  of  usefulness  and  vir- 
tue. 

Von  Lindenberg's  equanimity  sprang  from  a 
higher  source.  Employment  with  him  might 
be  the  result,  but  not  the  cause,  of  his  placi- 
dity ;  nor  did  it  arise  from  a  cold  indifference 
to  the  injury  he  had  sustained;  but  rather 
from  a  clear  estimate  of  the  power  he  had  lost. 
He  calmly  submitted  to  the  privation  of  privi- 
leges and  possessions  to  which   he  did  not  at- 
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tach  an  undue  or  a  fictitious  value.  He  had 
never  abused  the  gifts  of  fortune,  and  the  glit- 
tering attributes  once  showered  on  his  path  5  and 
therefore  it  was  that  he  surrendered  them  with 
dignity,  as  he  had  enjoyed  them  in  the  spirit 
of  moderation.  Moreover,  from  being  long  sub- 
jected to  the  aching  cares  and  never  failing 
anxieties  of  government,  the  Baron,  in  getting 
rid  of  these,  experienced  a  sense  of  intellectual 
liberty  to  which  he  had  been  a  stranger  for 
many  years.  On  ceasing  to  feel  the  trammels  of 
office,  he  awakened  to  the  pleasures  of  a  newly 
acquired  freedom.  Neither  compelled  to  con- 
ciliate friendship  nor  to  intimidate  animosity, 
his  words  and  opinions  were  now  unshackled 
by  diplomatic  reserve.  No  cringing  sycophant 
now  crouched  before  him;  no  lurking  foes 
compromised  his  security.  His  time  now  re- 
mained at  his  sole  disposal,  and  each  succeed- 
ing day  was  devoted  to  some  interesting  pur- 
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suit,  calculated  to  amuse  or  elevate  the  under- 
standing. 

In  these  pleasing  occupations  his  daughter 
was  his  constant  associate.  Together,  they 
read,  or  wrote,  or  conversed,  or  explored  the 
most  interesting  features  of  the  scenery  which 
surrounded  them.  Sometimes,  animated  with 
the  spirit  of  research,  they  penetrated  the  deep 
recesses  of  the  boundless  forest,  until  the 
spreading  underwood  forbad  their  further  pro- 
gress; sometimes  they  boldly  ascended  the 
steep  acclivity  of  the  neighbouring  mountains, 
or  wound  along  the  narrow  denies  at  their 
base ;  and  as  the  aspect  of  nature,  in  her  awful 
or  her  beautiful  solitudes,  was  revealed  to 
their  admiration,  they  gathered  a  lesson  of 
thankfulness  and  humility  which  the  objects 
of  artificial  life  are  unable  to  bestow. 

The  Baron  had  now  for  many  days  anxiously 
expected  some  communication  from  the  Rosen- 
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dahl  family.  At  length  he  received  the  epistle 
which  was  to  resolve  every  doubt  into  cer- 
tainty. And  fatally  it  did  so, — for  it  conveyed 
a  formal  negative  to  the  projected  union,  and 
absolutely  prohibited  all  future  correspondence 
between  the  affianced  parties  ! 

The  delicate  and  difficult  task  of  preparing 
Ella's  mind  to  sustain  the  blow  which  thus 
struck  at  every  hope  of  her  heart,  and  veiled 
every  prospect  of  her  future  life  in  darkness, 
was  confided  to  her  mother;  and  the  feelings 
attendant  on  such  a  mission  may  be  better 
conceived  than  described.  Possessed  of  too 
much  feminine  dignity  as  well  as  delicacy  to 
allow  of  her  openly  repining,  or  complaining 
of  this  cruel  blow  to  her  hopes,  Ella  was  at 
the  same  time  too  affectionate  to  controul  the 
gushing  tenderness  of  her  nature.  Womanly 
pride  and  womanly  love  contended  in  her 
breast;    and    pious    resignation   was   all   that 
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remained  for  her  to  express,  as  she  sunk  weep- 
ing at  her  father's  feet. 

"  My  forebodings  are  fully  verified,"  ob- 
served he,  gently  raising  her  to  a  seat  by  his 
side.  "  Albert  has  not  thought  fit  to  notice  our 
fallen  condition  ;  but  his  father  has  written  to 
decline  the  intended  alliance." 

The  language  of  the  Count's  letter,  ill  cal- 
culated as  it  was  to  soothe  a  tortured  heart, 
nevertheless  produced  a  salutary  effect.  Love 
has  no  stronger  adversary  than  pride.  Had 
the  elder  Rosendahl  expressed  one  word  of 
conciliatory  regret,  one  syllable  that  might 
bear  a  kind  construction,  Ella  would  still 
have  nourished  a  distant  hope  of  future  con- 
cession ;  but  the  stern,  cold,  and  utter  rejec- 
tion of  her  hand,  unmitigated  by  those  soften- 
ing phrases  of  pretended  esteem  usually  re- 
sorted to  even  in  the  most  sordid  negociations, 
roused  her  energy;    and  indignant  pride  and 
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wounded  sensibility  came  to  her  aid,  and 
formed  the  strongest  support  to  her  father's 
arguments  in  favour  of  a  ready  submission  to 
her  fate. 

"  Ella,"  said  the  Baron,  after  a  pause  that 
permitted  her  to  ponder  over  the  epistle  sub- 
mitted for  her  perusal,  "  having  maturely  de- 
liberated on  the  intimation  contained  in  the 
Count's  letter,  you  will  not  object  to  peruse 
that  which  I  shall  address  to  Albert.  For 
your  sake,  dearest  child,  I  do  not  mean  to 
inflict  an  insult  on  him,  similar  to  that  we  have 
endured  from  his  father.  A  hard  relentless 
spirit  breathes  in  every  line  traced  on  yonder 
paper.  I  shall  copy  neither  its  tone  nor  its 
import/' 

"  Thanks  ! — oh  thanks,  my  dear  father  r" 
exclaimed  Ella,  as  she  mildly  clasped  his 
hands  within  her  own.  *  Do  not  misjudge 
Albert; — perhaps, . .  .he  yet. .  .  .1  cannot  be- 

c  3 
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lieve    that    he    is    false it    is    impossi- 
ble." 

"  No  matter !  The  tie  between  you  is 
broken.  Count  Rosendahl  appears  inexorable, 
and  honour  forbids  the  renewal  of  those  vows 
from  which  henceforward  you  are  released, 
and  for  ever/'  observed  von  Lindenberg 
gravely. 

"  Speak  not  thus  harshly,  dearest  father," 
cried  Ella ;  "  I  will  obey  you  to  the  utmost. . .  . 
of  my  strength ;"  and  as  she  faintly  articulated 
these  words  she  concealed  her  face  on  her 
mother's  bosom. 

fi  I  feel  confident,"  added  the  Baron,  kindly 
yet  firmly,  "  that  you  do  not  need  the  autho- 
rity of  parental  injunction  on  a  subject  wherein 
your  feminine  dignity  is  at  stake.  I  need  not 
require  you  not  to  renew  your  correspondence 
with  Albert." 

"  Your  confidence,  my  dear  father,"  returned 
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Ella,  with  downcast  eyes,  for  she  remembered 
former  circumstances — "  is  not  misplaced  in 
the  present  instance.  T  submit  myself  to  that 
affection  which  has  hitherto  shielded  the  fee- 
bleness of  infancy  and  guided  the  inexperience 
of  youth,"  added  she,  looking  alternately  at  the 
Baron  and  his  wife,  with  a  glance  that  sought 
and  pleaded  for  protection. 

"  We  have  no  other  interest  but  yours,  no 
other  happiness  but  that  of  our  children," 
observed  the  Baroness,  tenderly  embracing  her 
daughter.  u   • 

"  In  finally  renouncing  the  prospects  of  my 

youth —bright  dreams  alas  !   that  vanish  as  I 

awake !  I  feel  that  my  resolution  will  not  fail 

me.  . .  .but  remember,   dearest  mother,  that  I 

cannot  promise  to  forget." 

"  I  do  not  attempt  to  repress  your  thoughts, 

dear  child — I  only  wish  to  direct   them,"  said 

von  Lindenberg.     "  Time  will  effectually  calm 
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your  present  feelings.  I  have  neither  the  wish 
nor  the  power  to  banish  recollection/' 

"  No,  that  were  impossible,"  resumed  Ella 
with  solemnity ;  "  yet  believe  me,  dear  father, 
whilst  I  thus  cherish  the  memory  of  his  virtues, 
and  of  those  precious  ties  now  rent  violently 
asunder,  I  never  shall  compromise  or  cast 
reproach  upon  the  honour  of  my  family .... 
as  my  happiness  is  blended  with  yours,  so  your 
dignity  is  united  with  mine.'5 

"  Deal  mildly  with  poor  Albert/'  rejoined 
the  Baroness,  as  she  pressed  closely  to  her 
daughter ;  "  perhaps  he  is  unable  to  controul 
the  torrent  of  enmity  which  is  as  much  directed 
against  him  as  against  ourselves.  We  may  yet 
learn  his  real  sentiments." 

Ella  looked  unutterable  gratitude  as  her  mo- 
ther held  out  a  faint  ray  of  hope. 

"  Fear  not  Caroline,"  said  von  Lindenberg, 
quietly  pressing  her  hand  ;  "  my  interposition 
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shall  at  least  be  harmless ;  not  a  word  in  my 
communication  shall  injure  or  offend.  I  have 
hitherto  esteemed  Albert's  character,  and  would 
fain  judge  and  treat  him  kindly;  but  the  sa- 
cred duty  of  a  father  is  paramount,  and  I  must 
discharge  it  conscientiously.  The  peace  of 
mind,  the  dignity  of  our  daughter  is  too 
precious  to  become  the  sport  of  circumstances. 
If  she  be  immolated  at  the  shrine  of  ambition, 
at  least  she  shall  not  be  degraded  in  the  sacri- 
fice. Ella,"  continued  he,  "  has  found  me  an 
indulgent  friend  through  life ;  and  in  her  pre- 
sent difficulties  and  dilemma  she  shall  not 
need  a  faithful  guide  or  a  sympathizing  breast." 
Saying  these  words  von  Lindenberg  pro- 
ceeded to  pen  the  following  letter, 

Ereinfels  Castle,  1830. 

My  dear  Albert, 
I  have  hitherto  cherished  you  as  a  son ;  in  the 
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pride  and  affection  of  my  heart,  I  affianced  to 
you  my  child.  Yet  henceforth,  Albert,  you 
must  remain  a  stranger  to  our  altered  destiny. 
I  am  a  fallen  and  degraded  man  —at  least  I  am 
considered  as  such  by  those  who  believe  that 
the  loss  of  rank  and  power  constitute  disgrace. 
I  am  dismissed  from  the  councils  of  our 
beloved  Emperor — and  have  quitted  the  court. 
Probably  you  have  heard  the  result  of  de 
Florville's  romantic  adventure.  He  has  proved 
to  be  no  other  than  the  son  of  Las  Cases,  the 
faithful  companion  of  the  late  Napoleon  during 
his  exile.  The  enterprize  of  the  Chevalier  has 
furnished  a  successful  pretext  for  my  enemies 
to  crush  me.  I  cannot  reasonably  attribute  my 
present  reverses  to  the  alleged  charge,  of  fa- 
vouring the  treasonable  viewrs  of  French  mal- 
contents, and  endangering  the  interests  of  my 
country  ;  I  therefore  term  the  accusation  a 
pretext,  and  repel  it  wTith  indignation.    But  the 
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loss  of  worldly  honours  affect  none  but  the 
guilty  ;  and  I  find  already  that  a  very  short 
period  of  peaceful  retirement  with  my  family 
has  restored  a  great  portion  of  that  equanimity 
which  ought  never  to  desert  those  who  are 
blessed  with  the  consciousness  of  integrity. 

It  was  my  intention  to  communicate  our 
changed  position,  and  release  you  voluntarily 
from  those  vows  and  promises  which  bound 
you  to  my  daughter,  —  being  aware  that  our 
alliance  has  now  ceased  to  be  advantageous 
in  a  worldly  point  of  view.  I  respect  your 
personal  character  too  highly  to  suppose  that 
the  sudden  change  in  our  position  can  diminish 
the  attachment  you  have  so  frequently  pro- 
fessed. Yet  whatever  your  own  sentiments 
may  be,  your  father  may  not  participate  in 
them;  and  if  a  doubt  had  remained  on  the 
subject,  an  especial  courier  has  this  day  sa- 
tisfied me  on  the  subject,  by  bringing  an  inti- 
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mation  of  his  wishes.  I  regret  that  he  should 
have  shown  so  much  precipitation,  and  that  he 
did  not  allow  us  silently  to  interpret  his  views 
— but  he  has  left  me  nothing  to  add,  save  the 
expression  of  our  sorrow. 

The  Count  evidently  labours  under  some 
alarm,  lest  the  partiality  existing  between  your- 
self and  my  daughter  should  militate  against 
his  interests,  and  induce  me  to  countenance 
your  addresses  in  defiance  of  his  prohibition. 
My  paternal  pride,  no  less  than  my  honour  as  a 
gentleman,  would  suffice  to  discourage  a  union 
unsanctioned  by  your  family  ;  I  therefore  find 
it  incumbent  upon  me  to  forbid  all  corres- 
pondence between  you  and  Ella.  Our  altered 
circumstances,  and  the  comparative  poverty 
to  which  we  are  reduced,  form  an  insurmount- 
able barrier  to  your  marriage.  I  am  not  so 
indifferent  to  your  well-being,  dear  Albert,  as 
to  desire  the  fulfilment  of  an  engagement  which 
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might  overwhelm  you  in  the  same  torrent  that 
has  swept  me  from  the  proud  eminence  I  once 
held.  Nay,  I  would  even  dissuade  you  from  it 
were  such  a  measure  requisite.  Your  father 
has  however  left  me  no  alternative  but  to  en- 
force his  commands,  and  has  appealed  to  my 
authority  in  support  of  his  prerogative. — I 
implore,  I  entreat  your  obedience.  Much  as  I 
lament  the  cutting  language  in  which  he  con- 
veys the  expression  of  his  wishes — much  as  I 
must  feel,  to  know  that  the  innocence  and  love- 
liness of  my  virtuous  child  are  thrown  reck- 
lessly aside — still  T  cannot  refuse  to  become 
the  advocate,  the  organ  of  your  father's  will. — 
Ella  never  can  be  yours.  It  is  decided.  I 
have  appealed  to  her  reason  on  the  sad  subject, 
and  have  obtained  from  her  an  unqualified 
promise  of  obedience  at  least,  if  not  of  obli- 
vion. 

You   will  not  be   forgotten.     You   will   be 
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mourned.  Yet  do  not  by  any  ill-judged  step 
force  me  to  condemn  the  strength  of  that  love 
which  once  rendered  you  so  dear  to  us  all. 
Do  nothing  inconsistent  with  the  duty  you  owe 
your  father — the  friendship  you  professed  to- 
wards me — and  the  respect  due  to  her  who  was 
for  a  period  your  betrothed  spouse. 

Placing  a  firm  reliance  on  your  honour  and 
consideration, 

I  remain,  dear  Albert, 
Your  truly  attached  friend, 

Frederic  von  Lindenberg. 

After  a  sad  and  silent  perusal  of  the  forego- 
ing letter  Ella  restored  it  to  her  father,  with  a 
token  of  acquiescence  in  the  sentiments  it 
conveyed.  A  deep  pause  ensued  as  the  Baron 
proceeded  to  fold  and  seal  the  missive,  with 
his  customary  composure ;  and  as  the  mother 
and  the  daughter  looked  towards  each  other, 
both  were  strongly  impressed  with  a  conviction 
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that  Albert  would  remain  unchanged  and  un- 
changeable; they  even  secretly  hoped  that  a 
renewal  of  his  former  professions  might  be  the 
result  of  the  negociation. 

Even  the  philosophic  mind  of  the  statesman, 
versed  as  he  was  in  worldly  knowledge,  and  in 
the  extent  of  human  inconsistency,  sometimes 
contemplated  the  distant  possibility  of  love 
claiming  the  precedency  of  filial  duty,  and 
triumphing  over  the  suggestions  of  a  calculat- 
ing policy.  He  was  however  prepared  to  act 
with  firmness,  and  adhere  to  the  rigid  path  of 
principle,  by  resisting  any  solicitations  the 
lovers  might  attempt  to  urge  in  favour  of  their 
ill-starred  attachment.  Yet  when  he  viewed  the 
faded  features  of  his  child,  and  witnessed  the 
struggling  effort  of  self  control  in  the  sad  yet 
unmurmuring  obedience  she  evinced,  he  yielded 
to  a  vague  hope  that  such  constancy  might  not 
always  remain  unrequited. 
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To  Ella  the  uncertainty  of  her  position  still 
offered  some  solace ;  the  very  instability  of  her 
feelings  lightened  their  pressure.  Every  hour 
was  pregnant  with  emotion,  and  brought  a 
diversity  of  care,  a  new  field  for  conjecture  or 
a  distant  gleam  of  expectancy,  which  was  the 
next  moment  obscured  or  annihilated,  only  to 
be  again  renewed.  Each  ethereal  edifice,  erect- 
ed as  it  were  on  the  strength  of  her  attach- 
ment, was  thus  destined  in  turn  to  rise  up 
from  amongst  the  ruins  of  passion,  decked  in 
all  the  delusive  brightness  of  fancy,  only  to 
sink  again  to  the  gloomy  depths  of  despair. 

At  the  expiration  of  a  few  days  another  letter 
was  brought  to  the  castle.  Ella's  heart  beat 
high  as  she  observed  the  broad  impress  of  the 
Rosendahl  arms  on  the  seal :  but  it  came  not 
from  the  beloved  one,  and  merely  contained  a 
request  from  the  Count  that  the  correspon- 
dence and  love  tokens   (tender  memorials   of 
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former  affection  !)  should  forthwith  be  restored. 
No  mention  was  made  of  Albert ;  not  even  the 
slightest  allusion  to  his  sentiments  or  feelings ; 
whilst  his  uninterrupted  silence  seemed  a  tacit 
adhesion  to  the  wishes  of  his  family. 

However  von  Lindenberg  might  have  been 
prepared  to  find  his  daughter  rejected,  and  her 
affections  outraged,  he  had  not  anticipated  this 
additional  humiliation,  and  he  scarcely  ven- 
tured upon  the  painful  office  of  informing  Ella 
of  the  sacrifice  required  at  her  hands.  How 
could  he  bid  her  calmly  relinquish  the  treasure 
of  accumulated  trifles,  the  collection  of  years — 
the  mute  companions  of  her  solitary  hours  ? 
Every  article  in  her  possession  formed  a  link 
in  the  chain  of  memory ;  each  precious  token 
was  consecrated  by  some  well  remembered 
epoch  in  the  history  of  her  love — not  a  gem, 
not  a  tablet,  not  even  a  withered  flower,  but 
some  tender  reminiscence  was  associated  with 
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its  existence — each  had,  as  it  were,  a  separate 
altar  at  the  shrine  of  fidelity  ! 

Few  things  are  more  harrowing  to  the  mind 
than  the  sight  of  former  correspondence,  or 
the  gifts  of  a  being  from  whom  we  are  eternally 
severed,  either  by  the  hand  of  death  or  the  pres- 
sure of  circumstances.  There  is  a  melancholy 
fascination  in  every  word  traced  on  the  time 
worn  paper ;  there  is  a  maddening  spell  cast 
round  each  faded  relic  of  buried  feelings, 
which  brings  with  it  a  flood  of  tumultuous 
regret,  that  even  in  the  more  placid  moments 
of  after  life  may  subdue  the  judgment.  Even 
when  the  storm  of  passion  has  died  away — 
when  the  sting  of  disappointment  has  ceased 
to  rankle  in  the  breast — when  other  ties  have 
thrown  their  flowery  wreaths  around  us,  and 
renewed  affection  has  sprung  up  amid  the 
ruins  of  the  past — when  the  maturity  of  years 
has  spread  a  sanctifying  veil  on  the  floating 
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recollection  of  early  attachment; — even  then 
the  unexpected  sight  of  a  familiar  trifle — a  book 
—  a  toy — a  flower — a  casual  resemblance — will 
often  blanch  the  blooming  cheek  of  woman- 
hood, and  quench  the  brightness  of  those  eyes 
which  but  an  instant  before  were  beaming  in 
the  joyful  gladness  of  freshly-kindled  interests 
and  desires.  The  cherished  object  of  the  heart's 
idolatry  is  again  pictured  to  the  fancy,  sur- 
rounded by  those  witcheries  and  seductions 
which  once  enthralled  the  imagination;  the 
intermediate  lapse  of  time  is  forgotten;  and 
all  present  things  are  merged  in  the  recollection 
of  the  past.  The  very  day  and  hour,  the  sea- 
son of  the  year,  the  tone  of  the  voice,  the  look, 
the  words,  the  identical  spot,  and  even  the 
collateral  circumstances  (which  at  the  time 
seemed  so  irrelevant  to  all  that  then  engrossed 
every  faculty)  are  recalled  as  if  by  magic,  with 
that   cruel  accuracy  which  ever  distinguishes 
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depth  of  feeling.  The  being  whose  existence 
once  formed  a  portion  of  our  own — with  whose 
happiness  ours  was  so  closely  interwoven — in 
whose  absence  all  was  mute — whose  pre- 
sence alone  animated  our  world — whose  smile 
renovated  our  spirits — whose  frown  checked 
the  very  germ  of  cheerfulness  within  us — that 
being,  like  a  fallen  star,  has  ceased  to  brighten 
our  hemisphere,  and  the  light  of  true  passion 
can  never  again  illumine  our  path !  The  heart 
knows  no  second  spring.  It  may  glow  with 
the  genial  warmth  of  summer;  or  lap  itself 
in  the  rich  fruitage  of  autumn  ;  or  sink  into 
the  "  dumb  forgetful ness"  of  a  premature  win- 
ter;— but  the  first  blossoms  of  its  spring,  when 
once  scattered  by  the  winds  of  adverse  fortune, 
or  killed  by  the  frosts  of  falsehood,  or  wi- 
thered by  the  still  more  certain  hand  of  Time 
the  destroyer, — can  never  bloom  again. 

And  what  did  Ella,    under  the  sad  and  fatal 
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circumstances  which  we  have  just  related  ? 
It  was  but  one  short  month  since  she  had 
luxuriated  in  the  plenitude  of  happiness  ;  since 
her  pure  heart  had  fed  on  its  own  intensity ; 
since  her  ardent  vows  had  been  ratified  by  the 
approval  of  her  parents  and  the  unquestioned 
faith  and  fondness  of  her  affianced  husband. 
Expecting  no  danger — fearing  no  rival — think- 
ing of  no  guile  —she  had  anticipated  no  change. 
Incapable  of  inconstancy  herself,  she  believed 
that  the  mind  of  Albert  could  only  be  the 
transcript  and  echo  of  her  own.  Poor  maiden  ! 
not  even  the  gentlest  accent  of  a  mother's 
voice  could  impart  the  tones  of  consolation, 
without  jarring  the  chord  which  was  no  longer 

in  unison  with  happiness. 

Yet,  with  a  self  command  that  would  have 

been  surprising  if  emanating  from  an  ordinary 

person,  she  carefully  gathered  round  her  every 

souvenir  which  Albert,  in  the  plenitude  of  his 

VOL.  II.  D 
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love  had  poured  at  her  feet,  and  she  gazed  on 
them  all  for  the  last  time.  A  delicate  turquoise 
forget-me-not,  encircled  her  small  finger ;  a 
rich  bracelet  bore  the  united  ciphers  of  the 
lovers,  beautifully  executed  in  hair.  The  fairy 
seal  with  which  all  her  letters  had  been  im- 
pressed, with  a  tender  and  mysterious  motto 
understood  by  none  but  the  lovers  themselves, 
lay  before  her.  A  richly  mounted  pencil  case 
was  attached  to  the  ivory  tablets  on  which  the 
sentiments  of  both  had  been  simultaneously 
inscribed.  But,  more  precious  than  all  these, 
there  was  a  small  Sybelline  volume,  the  mys- 
terious contents  of  which  had  ever  remained  a 
problem  unsolved  by  any  but  the  lovers  them- 
selves. The  polished  leaves  had  received  no 
impressions  but  those  emanating  from  the  one 
master  hand.  The  drawings;  the  poetry;  the 
music;  all  contained  within  this  miniature  com- 
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pendium  of  the  female  heart  was  all  designed, 
written,  and  transcribed  by — Albert. 

Who  shall  hope  to  portray  Ella's  feelings,  as 
one  by  one  she  silently  surveyed  each  valued 
token  of  former  bonds,  each  little  monument 
of  lost  felicity  ?  With  changeful  cheeks  and 
trembling  hands  she  carefully  inspected  the 
treasures  she  had  hoarded  with  avaricious  care, 
and  fondly  lingered  in  dilatory  anguish  over 
each  frail  relic  of  a  sentiment  the  duration  of 
which  even  these  slender  memorials  had  out- 
lived ;— and  as  she  gazed,  she  slowly  admitted 
the  withering  possibility  of  Rosendahl's  defec- 
tion. Finally,  from  a  small  casket  which  might 
not  inaptly  be  termed  the  penetralia  of  her 
soul,  she  extracted  his  letters  !  Albert's  letters  ! 
valueless  to  the  whole  world  excepting  herself; 
— yet  to  her  how  inestimable  !  what  a  library 
of  thought  and  entertainment  had  they  not 
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furnished  to  her  !  the  sweetest  food  for  tender 
reflection,  and  the  widest  scope  for  imaginative 
indulgence.  Every  fold  of  them  seemed  fa- 
miliar, and  contained  some  dearly  remembered 
phrase,  some  fondly  bestowed  epithet,  some 
playful  badinage.  She  could  not  trust  herself 
to  read  them ;  she  did  not  dare  even  to  make 
the  effort;  nor  was  it  needed— for  their  delicious 
contents  dwelt  within  her  heart,  as  part  of  its 
very  being.  Who  then  shall  estimate  her  feel- 
ings when,  lighting  a  taper,  she  reduced  the 
whole  to  ashes  ?  As  she  gazed  upon  the  con- 
suming pile  how  her  heart  writhed  and  palpi- 
tated under  the  self-imposed  sentence  !  how 
her  dimmed  and  aching  sight  watched  the 
active  flame,  as  it  seemed  eagerly  to  devour 
the  devoted  leaves, — which  seemed,  in  their 
turn,  to  shudder  and  shrink  within  the  fatal  grasp 
of  the  destructive  element !  As  line  after  line, 
and  page  after  page  became  illegible,  and  faded 
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from  the  view,  all  existing  testimony  of  human 
truth  and  fondness  seemed  to  evaporate  in  the 
tall  dense  column  of  smoke  that  rose  and  ex- 
panded into  a  canopy  over  the  mouldering  pile 
— the  blackened  ruins  of  blighted  affection ; — 
and  as  the  last  minute    spark  flickered  for  a 
moment,  and  then  became  extinguished  in  utter 
darkness,  the  black  crisp  mass  still  seemed  to 
stir   and   palpitate  with   agony,  as  Ella   sank 
exhausted  and  unconscious  on  her  seat ! 

The  sad  sacrifice  was  consummated,  but  the 
true  victims  still  lived  for  future  trials  and 
sufferings — it  may  be  for  future  rewards  and 
compensations.  Suffice  it  for  the  present  to 
state,  that  the  required  pledges  of  broken  vows 
were  despatched  to  Count  Rosendahl  by  the 
messenger  who  had  brought  his  cruel  mandate  ; 
and  the  once  beloved  name  of  Albert  was  no 
longer  heard  within  the  precincts  of  Ereinfels 
Castle. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

Thou  hast  cast  off  the  heart  that  I  gave  thee 
Like  a  weed  that  was  worthless  and  vain  ; 

A  heart  that  had  perished  to  serve  thee 
Thou  hast  given  to  the  bleak  world  again. 

Anon. 

The  rose  was  yet  upon  her  cheek, 
But  mellow'd  with  a  tenderer  streak. 
Where  was  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fled  ? 
Gone  was  the  smile  that  enlivened  their  red. 

Byron. 

Time  does  much  for  us,  in  that  solemn 
onward  movement  at  which  wTe  all  repine. 
Present  grief  is  often  relieved  in  future  joy, 
and  the  welcome  mantle  of  oblivion  is  spread 
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over  the  miseries  of  the  past.  The  asperities 
of  life  are  softened  by  the  influence  of  time, 
and  the  fierce  strife  of  passion  is  subdued 
under  protracted  affliction. 

Three  dreary  months  had  glided  away,  and 
Ella  was  slowly  recovering  from  the  effects  of 
that  rude  blow  which  had  laid  desolate  the 
hopes  and  prospects  of  her  young  existence. 
She  endeavoured  to  support  the  neglect  of  her 
lover  with  meekness  and  resignation,  if  not 
with  that  heroic  fortitude  which  oftener  ema- 
nates from  wounded  pride  than  the  overflowing 
of  affection.  Sadly  and  reluctantly  she  had 
admitted  the  sullen  facts  before  her ;  and  as  the 
wretched  sentiment  of  her  utter  desertion 
pressed  closely  upon  her,  she  felt  a  double 
pang  in  the  acknowledgment  of  Albert's  evident 
unworthiness.  Her  sorrow,  silent  and  unob- 
trusive, possessed  an  acuteness  peculiar  to 
itself, — partaking  not  of  the  clamorous  craving 
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that  is  so  generally  perceptible  throughout  the 
common  ills  of  life,  which  exhales  in  loud  la- 
mentation, and  finds  solace  in  the  communion 
and  companionship  of  others.  The  tabernacle 
of  Ella's  heart  was  closed :  she  spoke  not  of  her 
sufferings ;  she  spoke  not  of  the  past ;  she 
sought  no  comfort,  nor  was  she  capable  of 
receiving  it.  Tears,  the  never-failing  source  of 
feminine  relief,  were  denied  her ;  womanly  re- 
serve forbade  the  outward  demonstration  of  a 
blighted  attachment,  which  she  no  longer  ven- 
tured to  dwell  upon,  except  during  the  stillness 
of  night,  when  every  human  eye  was  closed  in 
sleep,  and  there  was  no  earthly  witness  to  the 
hopeless  fervour  of  her  love.  It  was  then  only 
that  the  pent  up  agonies  of  her  soul  could 
burst  forth  in  unrestricted  freedom,  and  the 
sweet  countenance  which,  during  the  live  long 
day,  had  worn  a  placid  smile  of  melancholy 
composure,  might  assume  a  different   expres- 
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sion ;  it  was  then  only  that  the  secret  sorrow 
pressing  upon  her  found  utterance — that  the 
swelling  tide  of  feeling,  no  longer  suppressed 
by  a  sense  of  duty  and  propriety,  flowed  un- 
controled  and  unsuspected. 

Soothed^  or  perhaps  deceived  by  appearances, 
Madame  von  Lindenberg  was  satisfied  with 
her  daughter's  demeanour,  and  yielded  unquali- 
fied approbation  to  the  line  of  conduct  she 
pursued,  which  completely  fulfilled  her  ideas  of 
decorum  and  dignity.  She  fondly  believed  that 
the  mild  serenity  which  dwelt  on  the  face  of 
her  child,  was  a  faithful  index  of  internal  re- 
signation; whilst  the  varying  cheek,  the  hurried 
glance,  and  occasional  listlessness,  remained 
unheeded. 

The  solitary  grandeur  of  the  surrounding 
scenery  was  calculated  to  produce  some  effect 
upon  so  young  an  imagination.  The  solem- 
nity, the  awful  tranquillity  of  nature,  afforded 
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a  strong  contrast  to  Ella's  mental  disquietude. 
The  absence  of  all  foreign  excitement,  or  con- 
tending interests,  rendered  her  present  existence 
less  tolerable  from  its  monotony.  There  was 
nothing  to  relieve  the  perpetual  contemplation 
of  her  forlorn  condition. 

The  rushing  whirlwind  of  passion  may 
sometimes  annihilate  the  sufferer,  in  the  fearful 
rapidity  of  its  devastating  career;  but  that  de- 
ceptive calm  which  conceals  the  canker  of 
grief  is  far  more  deadly  in  its  results.  The 
fallacious  cheerfulness  thus  struggling  through 
surrounding  desolation,  as  the  sun  gleams  red 
and  fitful  when  gathering  clouds  obscure  the 
horizon ;  and  the  quivering  smile  which  seeks 
to  mask  the  misery  it  only  mocks ;  these  defy 
all  comparison  with  the  vociferous  effusions  of 
uncontrouled  despair.  Even  so  it  was  with 
Ella :  the  silence  of  her  grief  was  the  greatest 
proof  of  its  poignancy;  and  had  such  a  state 
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of    mental    prostration    continued    long,    she 
must  doubtless  have  sunk  under  it. 

The  Baron,  accustomed  to  unravel  the  most 
entangled  clue  to  his  daughter's  thoughts,  was 
keenly  alive  to  the  danger  and  misery  of  her 
position  ;  but  he  felt  at  the  same  time  that  the 
task    which  devolved  upon  him  was  intricate 
and  difficult  of  accomplishment.     He  did  not 
think  it  necessary  to  confide  either  his  appre- 
hensions  or  his  opinions  on  the  subject  to  Ins 
tender  partner, — as  a  suggestion   of  the    sort 
might  completely  destroy  the  serenity  of  the 
mother,  without  alleviating  the  sorrows  of  the 
child.     It   required  indeed  a   skilful  hand    to 
probe  her  ulcerated  breast;  as  an  ill-directed 
attempt  to  heal  might  only  aggravate  the  still 
recent   wound    her    affections    had    sustained. 
For  the  first  time  in  his  life  von  Lindenberg 
was  irresolute.    He  could  not  unresistingly  per- 
mit his  Ella  to  pine  a  victim  to  regret,  nor  see 
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her  blooming  loveliness  fade,  like  a  blighted 
plant  ere  it  had  reached  maturity.  Yet  to 
minister  effective  consolation  to  such  a  being, 
under  such  circumstances,  was  an  undertaking 
of  no  ordinary  delicacy ;  for  comfort  could  not 
be  doled  forth  in  the  cold  measured  accents  of 
parental  advice  ; — the  frigid  maxims  of  phi- 
losophy would  not  allay  the  consuming  anguish 
of  a  breaking  heart; — the  stern  voice  of  au- 
thority might  repress,  but  never  eradicate,  the 
sting  of  sorrow, — which  sank  still  deeper  as  its 
outward  manifestation  was  checked. 

Religion,  that  heaven-born  solace  to  every 
earthly  woe — religion  alone  possessed  sufficient 
power  to  raise  the  soul  of  Mademoiselle  von 
Lindenberg  from  the  sad  perception  of  actual 
misery,  to  a  more  noble  estimate  of  the  duties 
still  awaiting  her;  and  though  severely  stricken, 
she  was  not  yet  prepared  to  accept  the  spi- 
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ritual  consolation  which  awaits  the  unfortunate, 
when  all  else  has  departed. 

How  often  it  occurs  that  we  are  seeking 
various  means  of  attaining  a  desirable  object, 
which  perhaps  some  unexpected  course  of 
events  may  suddenly  produce  without  a  single 
exertion  on  our  part,  and  at  the  very  moment 
when  our  faculties,  forethought,  and  ingenuity 
are  strained  to  the  utmost.  Providence  thus 
seems  to  baffle  our  worldly  efforts  in  the  most 
simple  manner,  as  if  to  display  their  insuf- 
ficiency. It  was  just  as  the  subdued  heart  of 
von  Lindenberg  acknowledged  the  fruitlessness 
of  his  own  endeavours,  that  an  unforeseen 
occurrence  contributed  in  a  great  measure  to 
restore  Ella's  equanimity,  and  rouse  her  to  a 
sense  of  serious  obligation,  beyond  those  ties 
of  girlish  attachment  now  snapped  asunder  by 
the  very  hand  which  had  united  them. 
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Leopold  was  promised  leave  of  absence,  and 
wrote  to  apprize  his  family  of  the  joyful  meet- 
ing. His  regiment  had  returned  to  Vienna, 
and  the  same  letter  which  announced  his  arrival 
in  the  metropolis,  conveyed  also  the  intel- 
ligence of  his  projected  visit  to  Ereinfels. 

The  news  was  hailed  with   rapture   by  the 
delighted   circle,  and  produced  an  immediate 
result  on  the  spirits  of  Ella,  who  felt  that  she 
still  possessed  interests  dearer,  far  dearer  than 
her  own,  and  that  the  sacred  feelings  of  sisterly 
devotion  could  not  be  entirely  superseded  by 
the  unhallowed  aspirations  of  love.     She  felt  a 
motive  for  life  and  action ;  the  name   of  her 
brother  acted  like  a  talisman,  and  roused  her 
once  more  to  the  every  day  anxieties  of  con- 
jecture and  expectancy.     The  friend,  the  com- 
panion, the  play-fellow  of  infancy  was  about  to 
return.     Leopold  had  been  the  confidant,  the 
champion  and  the  mentor  of  his  sister ;  and  a 
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separation  of  five  years  could  not  obliterate  the 
tender  remembrance.  Self  was  forgotten ;  per- 
sonal disappointment  brightened  into  pleasing 
anticipations;  the  listlessness  of  regret  ani- 
mated to  activity,  and  the  brooding  of  grief 
yielded  to  the  fulness  of  joy,  as  she  hastened 
with  elastic  step  and  beaming  countenance  to 
assist  the  various  preparations  for  his  return. 
By  her  considerate  care  the  chamber  appro- 
priated to  the  young  soldier's  use  was  tastefully 
arranged ;  his  favourite  authors  were  collected 
and  placed  in  the  most  judicious  manner  on 
the  black  oak  book  shelves  which  decorated 
his  study;  his  prints,  his  maps,  his  military 
plans  and  drawings  were  carefully  sorted  in 
various  portfolios ;  the  portrait  of  his  favourite 
newfoundland  dog  was  suspended  in  the  best 
possible  light ;  the  graceful  folds  of  the  snow 
white  drapery  that  furnished  the  windows  were 
disposed  by  her   fair   hands;   and  the  carpet 
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which  covered  with  its  glowing  tints  the  po- 
lished floor  was  an  effort  of  her  juvenile  in- 
dustry. Various  weapons,  the  pride  and  boast 
of  boyhood,  were  grouped  above  the  chimney- 
piece;  characteristic  trophies  of  former  glory 
hung  round  the  panels ;  and  numberless  spoils 
proclaimed  the  success  which  had  attended  the 
noble  exercise  of  the  chase.  The  branching 
antlers  of  the  stag  rivalled  the  white  and  shin- 
ing tusks  of  the  wild  boar;  the  fox's  brush 
contrasted  with  the  wolfs  grisly  head.  These, 
with  the  usual  complement  of  powder  flasks, 
pistols,  bugles,  fishing-rods  and  tackle,  an  an- 
cient blunderbuss,  a  modern  double  barrelled 
gun,  a  couteau  de  chasse  and  a  broad  sword, 
(the  first  which  had  ever  been  wielded  by  the 
unpractised  arm  of  Leopold  von  Lindenberg,) 
— these  made  up  the  ornamental  furniture  of 
his  apartment. 

The     Baroness,    surrendering    herself   ex- 
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clusively  to  her  maternal  fondness,  enjoyed 
the  delicious  sentiment  of  expectation  which 
may  be  said  sometimes  to  outweigh  actual 
possession.  Many  and  varied  were  the  occu- 
pations, directions  and  injunctions  which  claimed 
her  especial  superintendence.  The  return  of 
Leopold  was  an  event  of  too  much  importance 
in  her  estimation  to  be  celebrated  unceremo- 
niously. It  was  indeed  an  event  which  shed  a 
gleam  of  felicity  on  the  whole  family,  and  was 
sufficient  to  gladden  the  hearts  of  the  faithful 
host  of  retainers,  who  flocked  to  the  castle  with 
flattering  eagerness,  to  receive  a  confirmation  of 
their  anxious  wishes. 

The  Baron  viewed  the  busy  scene  in  silent 
thankfulness.  Not  only  did  the  prospect  of 
embracing  his  long  absent  son  gratify  the 
yearnings  of  affection,  but  he  felt  that  his 
daughter  would  be  saved  by  this  event — that 
the  fresh  impetus  thus  given  to  her  thoughts, 
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the  trifling  but  soothing  details  which  employed 
her  mind,  were  far  more  beneficial  than  the 
arguments  of  reason  or  the  logic  of  persuasion. 
Cheerfulness  once  more  smiled  around  the 
fireside,  and  the  presence  of  Leopold  was  only- 
required,  to  transform  the  dawn  of  hope  into 
the  sunshine  of  reality.  The  season  was  far 
advanced,  and  the  weather  cold  and  ungenial ; 
the  days  had  shrank  to  their  shortest  span,  and 
the  dismal  duration  of  a  January  evening 
claimed  the  stirring  auxiliaries  of  a  blazing 
hearth  and  joyous  humour.  The  transparent  bo- 
som of  the  lake,  which  usually  reflected  a  thou- 
sand vivid  tints,  presented  a  single  sheet  of  ice  ; 
and  the  pine  forest  moaned  at  intervals,  as  the 
wintry  blast  rushed  through  the  tall  trees, 
bending  their  stately  forms  in  its  awful  pro- 
gress. The  long  graceful  branches  of  the  larch, 
still  preserving  that  sweeping  elegance  of  in- 
clination which  adds  so  materially  to  the  beauty 
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of  the  tree,  were  thickly  incrusted  with  frost ; 
and  the  fantastic  outline  of  the  distant  moun- 
tainsj  wreathed  in  snow,  boldly  contrasted  with 
the  blue  horizon. 

Some  time  had  elapsed  since  the  first  intima- 
tion of  Leopold's  intended  visit,  and  no  further 
tidings  having  reached  his  anxious  family,  they 
awaited  his  arrival  with  some  impatience;  for 
every  domestic  arrangement  for  his  reception 
had  been  completed,  and  the  excitement  which 
had  for  a  time  prevailed  throughout  the  Castle 
had  gradually  subsided  into  the  lingering  te- 
diousness  of  procrastinated  hope. 

Ella  though  visibly  depressed  by  this  weary- 
ing delay,  did  not  relinquish  the  hourly  expecta- 
tion of  seeing  her  brother.  Still  however  Leo- 
pold came  not.  Day  succeeded  day,  yet  no  letter 
or  messenger  explained  his  continued  absence  ; 
which  her  affectionate  ingenuity  construed  into 
a  proof  of  his  having  already  commenced   his 
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journey;  whilst  the  recent  snow  storm  was 
deemed  a  sufficient  obstacle  to  more  ex- 
peditious travelling.  Thus  fondly  does  the  mind 
cling  to  that  which  it  cherishes,  and  thus  prone 
are  we  all  to  indulge  in  the  dangerous  opiate  of 
self  delusion ! 

The  Baron  had  lived  too  long  to  allow  of 
conjecture  usurping  the  place  of  fact;  he  there- 
fore became  truly  alarmed  at  the  strange  in- 
consistency visible  in  the  conduct  of  his  son, 
who  had  hitherto  displayed  the  most  respectful 
and  affectionate  deference  to  his  parents,  and  the 
warmest  solicitude  towards  his  sister,  who  was 
the  object  of  his  constant  and  minute  inquiry. 
Von  Lindenberg  scarcely  allowed  himself  to 
imagine  that  any  temptation  of  personal  amuse- 
ment, however  alluring,  could  account  for 
this  delay ; — and  the  Baron  was  compelled  to 
draw  a  worse  inference;  he  was  in  fact  con- 
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vinced  that  some  momentous  occurrence  alone 
could  have  detained  the  young  soldier  from 
the  paternal  roof. 

Another  weary  day  of  disappointment  drew 
near  its  close.  The  snow  and  sleet  had  fallen 
alternately  for  many  hours  ;  but  a  sharp  north 
easterly  wind  springing  up  towards  night-fall, 
cleared  the  atmosphere ;  a  glorious  starlight 
succeeded  the  lowring  of  evening,  and  the  ex- 
ternal view  from  the  windows  exhibited  a  fine 
specimen  of  winter  beauty.  Still  the  landscape 
imparted  a  deep  sentiment  of  melancholy.  The 
face  of  nature  was  seen  only  through  a  veil 
of  spotless  purity,  which  gleamed  and  sparkled 
as  the  rising  moon  shed  a  pale  but  gemlike 
radiance  on  the  scene.  Yet  similar  to  the 
sculptured  perfections  of  antiquity,  or  the 
shrouded  form  of  departed  beauty,  it  was  im- 
possible to  behold  the  snow  clad  prospect, 
without  feeling  impressed  with  the  idea  that 
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the  loveliness  was  superficial  only,  and   that  all 
beneath  remained  cold  and  dead. 

The   family   were  collected  in  the   tapestry 
chamber,  which   was    appropriated   to  all  the 
purposes  of  more  fashionable  saloons  in  more 
modern  mansions.      Thither  they  usually  re- 
tired after  the  noonday  repast,   and  remained 
until  the  supper  table  was  spread  in  the  hall 
below.      This    apartment,    though  in    perfect 
keeping  with   the  rest  of  the  building,  was  fur- 
nished in  a  more  costly  style.    The  high  roof, 
arched  in  a  similar  manner  to  that  of  the  Hall 
already  described,  was  also  divided  into  small 
fretted    compartments    of    carved    oak,    most 
beautifully  executed,  but  to   which  time  had 
given    a    colour    approaching   that  of  ebony. 
This  imparted  a  gloomy  aspect  to  a  chamber 
which  otherwise  was  not  deficient  in  splendour ; 
being  ornamented  with  a  profusion  of  gilding. 
Gorgeous    hangings  also  occupied  the  panels, 
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and  still  displayed  (as  if  in  defiance  of  accumu- 
lated years  and  fading  tints)  the  invigorating 
glories  of  the  royal  chace  in  all  its  varieties. 

These  relics  of  former  luxury  were  in  ex- 
cellent presevation;  nevertheless  the  cutting 
wind  which  they  were  intended  to  exclude  pe- 
netrated even  their  formidable  texture,  and 
chilled  the  assembled  inmates  of  the  chamber. 
The  windows,  though  closed  with  iron  bolts 
and  fastenings,  rattled  in  every  fresh  gust  that 
swept  mournfully  across  the  frozen  lake,  and 
rushed  through  the  innumerable  loopholes  and 
time-worn  cavities  in  the  battlements;  ren- 
dering the  absence  of  Leopold  a  subject  of 
increased  anxiety. 

Ella  was  seated  at  a  large  library  table  near 
the  centre  of  the  room,  on  which  was  placed 
a  French  globe  lamp,  diffusing  a  circle  of  con- 
centrated light  around  itself,  but  leaving  the 
rest  of  the  apartment  in  comparative  darkness. 
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She  was  employed  with  needle  work,  but  it 
frequently  fell    unperceived    from    her  hands, 
when  she  raised  her  dove-like  eyes   with   in- 
quiring earnestness,   as    if  to    interrogate  the 
countenance  of  her  father,  as  to  the   cause   of 
the  lamented  absence  of  him  they  all  looked  for. 
The   Baroness   was  seated  in  one  of  those 
commodious  bery^res,  of  yellow  velvet,  with  gilt 
moulding  and  rounded  back,  which  have  long 
since  been  exploded  from  the  salons  of  Paris 
and  Vienna,  but  which  may  yet  be  found   do- 
mesticated in  most  of  the  continental  chateaux. 
She  had  stationed  herself  by  the  fireplace, — 
which  was  high  and  deep  enough  to  admit  a 
small  seat  on  either  side  of  the  hearth  stone. 
The  latter  was  blazing  and  crackling  with  a  pile 
of  faggots  and  leafless  branches,  thus  redeeming 
the  otherwise    comfortless    appearance  of  the 
chamber.—  An  embroidery  frame  was  placed  be- 
fore Madame  von    Lindenberg,  who  was   en- 
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gaged  in  one  of  those  interminable  undertakings 
which  was  ultimately  to  result  in  a  whole  draw- 
ing room  suite  of  chairs,  sofas,  tabourets  and 
fauteuils.  This  had  been  in  progress  as  far 
back  as  the  period  from  whence  our  story  dates, 
and  the  period  of  its  completion  no  one  could 
calculate.  Nevertheless  the  Baroness  worked 
on,  and  found  a  constant  solace,  a  never  failing 
anodyne,  in  that  most  valuable  but  ill-appre- 
ciated accomplishment. 

Von  Lindenberg^s  grave  countenance  became 
more  pensive  as  he  sat  alternately  reading  and 
meditating;  and  Ella  remarked  for  the  first 
time  that  he  looked  both  thinner  and  paler 
than  ordinary. 

"  Father,"  said  she,  in  a  tone  that  conveyed 
rather  a  question,  than  the  assertion  expressed, 
"  you  are  thoughtful?  not  ill,  I  trust V* 

"  No,  not  ill  my  Ella/'  replied  he,  "  but  I 
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am  sorrowful,  and  know  not  how  this  unusual 
depression  has  fastened  on  me.'3 

The  Baroness  paused  in  the  very  centre  of  a 
rosebud.  "  Nay,  Frederick,"  cried  she,  "  had 
/ventured  to  acknowledge  a  presentiment  of 
impending  evil,  what  would  you  have  said  to 
me?" 

6C  True,  Caroline,  the  indulgence  of  dreamy 
speculations,  and  unfounded  fears,  inconsistent 
with  reason,  philosophy  and  revelation,  we 
Germans  are  too  often  guilty  of." 

u  But  have  we  not  reason,  philosophy,  and 
above  all  revelation  dispensed  to  us,  that  we 
may  be  enabled  to  oppose  the  strength  of 
truth  to  the  fallacies  of  imagination,"  observed 
Ella  mildly. 

"  Rightly  spoken,  my  dear  child,"  resumed 
the  Baron ;  "  do  not  however  suppose  that  the 
sense  of  future  misfortune  which  now  oppresses 
me  is  purely  imaginative." 
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"  You  have  no  bad  news  from  Vienna  I 
hope?"  interrupted  his  wife,  rising  from  her 
chair  in  alarm. 

"  None  whatever  dear  Caroline.  Calm  your 
agitation.  I  have  nothing  to  communicate. 
Doubt  alone  is  the  cause  of  my  dejection  ; 
Leopold's  unaccountable  delay  is  the  source  of 
my  uneasiness." 

"  Leopold !"  exclaimed  both  mother  and 
daughter  at  the  same  instant.  "  You  have  then 
received  tidings  of  him  ?" 

"  1  wish  I  had !"  said  the  Baron;  (( it  is  the 
absence  of  all  information  that  distresses  me." 

"  Hitherto  Leopold  has  always  proved  du- 
tiful to  us  both,"  sighed  the  Baroness. 

"  The  impetuosity  of  youth,  and  the  en- 
grossing business  of  a  military  life,  never  yet 
interposed  between  his  affection  for  his  pa- 
rents," obse/ved  von  Lindenberg  ;  "  he  is  inca- 
pable of  trifling  with  us  through  wilful  neglect. 

e  2 
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He  certainly  would  have  written  or  have  been 
with  us  ere  this,  had  not  some  unexpected  oc- 
currence prevented  his  doing  so.  It  cannot  be 
an  event  of  ordinary  import." 

"  Good  Heavens !  if  our  son  should  be  in 
difficulty  or  danger  !"  ejaculated  the  wife,  re- 
linquishing her  work,  and  starting  into  an  at- 
titude of  fixed  attention. 

"  I  scarcely  can  express  either  what  I  feel  or 
what  I  dread/'  returned  the  Baron,  placing  his 
hand  on  his  forehead.  "  An  irresistible  sense 
of  melancholy  foreboding  hangs  over  me — a 
mental  disquietude  neither  to  be  defined  nor 
conquered." 

"  A  presentiment  of  misfortune  !"  interrupted 
the  lady.  "  Oh  Frederick  !  you  then  will  sym- 
pathize with  me.  Until  this  moment  I  did  not 
venture  to  communicate  my  own  sad " 

"  Hark  !"  exclaimed  Ella  rising  hastily;  "  I 
hear  a  sound " 
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The  Baron  raised  his  head,  as  his  daughter 
drew  aside  the  thick  curtains  before  the  win- 
dow ;  the  moon  looked  small  and  bright ;  the 
pale  rays  gleamed  tremulously  through  the 
casement ;  myriads  of  stars  studded  the  firma- 
ment. All  was  cold  and  clear  without,  and  the 
frosty  atmosphere  conveyed  the  most  distant 
whisper  with  startling  distinctness.  At  that 
minute  the  faithful  watch-dog  in  the  court  yard 
beneath,  bayed  a  loud  and  deep  mouthed  note 
of  alarm,  while  the  rapid  noise  of  horses'  feet 
proclaimed  an  arrival.  A  loud  and  reiterated 
summons  rang  through  the  castle,  and  in  an- 
other moment  Leopold  was  clasped  in  the  arms 
of  his  parents. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


It  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear, 
That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know, 

A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 
Upon  your  person. 

Lord  Byron. 


For  some  time  the  feelings  and  attention  of 
the  family  were  completely  absorbed  in  the 
glad  interchange  of  greeting ;  and  it  was  not 
until  Leopold  had  received  and  returned  the 
warm  caresses  of  his  relatives,  that  the  striking 
change  visible  in  his  personal  appearance  chal- 
lenged observation. 

Five  years  had  elapsed  since  he  quitted  the 
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ancestral  home,  a  mere  boy,  but  a  boy  of  con- 
siderable promise,  both  as  to  external  advan- 
tages and  in  disposition.  His  stature  had  now 
attained  its  full  height,  and  his  firmly  knit  yet 
graceful  frame  announced  equal  capability  for 
the  exercise  of  active  duty  or  the  steady  endu- 
rance of  protracted  fatigue.  The  bright  auburn 
hair,  which  in  childhood  defied  the  efforts  of 
maternal  skill,  (curling  on  in  wayward  confu- 
sion— -unchecked— unconscious  of  control)  had 
gradually  changed  its  brighter  hue  to  a  rich 
chesnut,  and  losing  its  crispness,  the  clustering 
locks  now  divided  naturally  on  the  temples, 
displaying  the  handsome  contour  of  a  spacious 
forehead.  The  deep  laughing  blue  eyes,  softened 
with  long  dark  lashes,  through  which  they  once 
beamed  the  very  spirit  of  mischief  and  boyish 
glee,  had  lost  no  portion  of  their  brilliancy  ;  but 
the  playful  expression  was  gone ;  their  glance 
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now  told  many  a  tale  of  love,  of  war,  of  sorrow, 
of  reckless  adventure,  but  no  longer  of  joy, 
His  cheek,  sunk  and  even  careworn,  had  ex- 
changed the  roseate  blush  of  youth  for  the 
bronzed  tint  of  maturity ;  which  darkened  hue 
added  considerable  expression  to  a  fine  set  of 
regular  features ;  conveying  also  an  idea  that 
he  must  have  endured  many  of  the  vicissitudes 
and  hardships  attendant  on  a  military  career. 

The  young,  the  thoughtless  Leopold,  who 
had  left  Ereinfels  to  pursue  the  stormy  track 
of  active  life,  returned  thither  a  man — a  man 
steeped  in  the  busy  turmoil  of  existence — having 
tasted  of  the  cup  of  enjoyment,  and  already 
drained  some  portion  of  the  dregs  which  fall 
inevitably  to  the  lot  of  those  who  partake  of 
its  intoxicating  pleasures. 

A  short  period  suffices  to  transform  the 
heedlessness  of  adolescence  into  the  responsi- 
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bility  of  manhood ;  and  five  years,  in  passing 
over  Leopold's  head,  had  marked  their  pro- 
gress with  the  indelible  stamp  of  experience. 
Thus  the  young  and  ardent,  starting  into  life, 
buoyant  with  self  confidence,  and  captivated 
by  the  delusions  of  imagination,  perceive  not 
the  iron  fangs  of  misfortune  extended  towards 
them,  until  they  are  actually  struggling  in  the 
toils ;  and  it  is  after  the  soul  has  already  learnt 
to  bend  under  the  pressure  of  adversity,  that 
we  endeavour  to  prevent  the  repetition  of  the 
blow  we  never  sought  to  avert. 

The  long  desired  meeting  which,  during  so 
many  days,  had  exclusively  occupied  the 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  every  member  of  the 
domestic  circle  at  Ereinfels,  was  destined  to  be 
one  of  sorrow  and  dismay  to  all.  LeopokPs 
return  brought  an  accumulation  of  distress,  and 
the  event  hailed  as  the  harbinger  of  joy  was 
fraught  with  disappointment. 

e  3 
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Removed  at  an  early  age  from  the  guidance 
of  his  father;  exposed  to  the  dangers  and 
temptations  of  an  independent  profession ;  it 
is  not  surprising  that  Leopold  should  have 
proved  deficient  in  prudence — a  homely  but 
essential  requisite,  the  absence  of  which  not 
only  obscures  the  brightest  qualities  of  the 
mind,  but  frequently  renders  them  absolutely 
nugatory.  Like  the  hard  earned  benefits  of 
experience,  prudence  must  be  acquired ;  for 
few  persons  are  naturally  gifted  with  it.  But 
the  first  lessons,  harshly  impressed  by  the 
rude  contact  of  the  world,  are  sure  to  leave  deep 
and  lasting  traces  on  the  heart,  and  hasten  the 
tardy  development  of  a  virtue  which  takes 
origin  in  the  less  amiable  propensities  of  hu- 
man nature. 

Painfully  surprised  and  humiliated  by  the 
intelligence  of  his  father's  reverses,  Leopold 
heard  the   recital  of  the   unexpected   changes 
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which  had  taken  place  in  his  family,  in  a  con- 
fused and  hurried  manner ;  and  it  was  not  until 
his  arrival  in  Vienna  that  the  circumstances 
were  minutely  detailed  to  him.  His  first  im- 
pulse was  to  seek  satisfaction  from  Rosendahl, 
whom  he  understood  had  broken  faith  with 
Mademoiselle  von  Lindenberg.  But  Albert 
was  in  Italy,  and  the  Count  and  Countess  still 
continued  in  Bohemia.  Foiled  in  the  object 
of  his  resentment,  Leopold  applied  for  leave  of 
absence ;  being  desirous  of  visiting  his  home 
after  such  a  protracted  separation;  and  with 
characteristic  ardour  he  announced  his  return 
to  Ereinfels,  before  the  wished  for  permission 
was  finally  obtained  from  his  commanding 
officer. 

Deservedly  a  favourite  with  his  comrades, 
Captain  von  Lindenberg  was  exactly  the  being 
to  call  forth  the  reprehension  of  his  superiors 
in  age.    There  existed  a  restlessness  of  disposi- 
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tion  that  prevented  the  exercise  of  forethought ; 
and,  reversing  the  common  rules  of  conduct, 
Leopold  decided  first  and  reflected  afterwards. 
Generous,  kind  hearted,  full  of  joyous  glee, 
and  a  lurking  love  of  mischief,  it  was  impossi- 
ble not  to  like  Leopold,    and  at  the  same  time 
not  to  lament  that  the  overpowering  vivacity 
of  his  temper  was  not  in  some  measure  sub- 
dued by  the  more  sober  qualities  of  the  un- 
derstanding.    As  a  soldier  his  daring  courage 
was  conspicuous,  and  gained  him  considerable 
popularity  amongst  the  men  under  his  com- 
mand ;  for  troops  always  attach  themselves  to 
the  bravest  of  their  officers,   and  he  who  leads 
them  most  frequently  to  danger  is  sure  to  gain 
the  greatest  number  of  admirers  and  followers. 
His  graver  seniors  would  sometimes  smile  in 
voluntary   approbation,    and  then  shake  their 
heads, — wishing   him  success; — whilst  others, 
less  kindly,  and  more  calculating,  hazarded  the 


THE    EMPEROR'S    SON.  85 

opinion  tha+,  promising  as  he  appeared,  Captain 
von  Lindenberg  would  ultimately  mar  his  own 
advancement,  by  his  heedless  disregard  of  con- 
sequences. 

No  sooner  had  Leopold  obtained  the  leave 
of  absence  than  he  prepared  to  start  for  his 
home.  Being  however  engaged  to  sup  with  a 
party  of  officers  on  the  very  night  preceding 
his  intended  departure,  he  gladly  embraced  the 
opportunity  of  passing  a  convivial  evening,  and 
thus  taking  a  cheerful  farewell  of  those  mili- 
tary companions  with  whom  he  had  shared 
the  turmoil  of  the  camp.  The  circle,  however, 
was  far  more  extensive  than  he  had  been  led 
to  expect ;  and  amongst  a  variety  of  individuals 
with  whom  he  had  no  previous  acquaintance, 
were  some  personally  inimical  to  the  minis- 
terial ascendancy  of  the  Baron.  Nevertheless 
Leopold,  perfectly  divested  of  all  party  spirit 
or   vindictive   feelings,  was  indifferent  to    the 
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circumstance  of  meeting  his  father's  political 
opponents.  Incapable  of  ungenerous  senti- 
ments or  private  pique,  he  had  deservedly- 
become  a  general  favourite  with  his  friends ; 
and  the  great  command  of  temper  which  he 
had  hitherto  invariably  displayed  on  all  occa- 
sions, rendered  him  popular  even  amongst  his 
less  intimate  associates.  The  unlimited  num- 
ber and  ill  assortment  of  the  guests  on  this 
occasion,  which  might  have  been  a  source  of 
annoyance  to  a  more  irritable  disposition,  seem- 
ed but  of  little  moment  to  one  solicitous  only 
of  present  enjoyment ;  and  Leopold  accordingly 
entered  into  the  pleasures  of  the  party  with 
his  usual  alacrity. 

The  early  portion  of  the  evening  was  devoted 
to  games  of  chance,  at  which  Leopold  was 
rather  successful;  but  the  allurements  of  for- 
tune were  soon  abandoned  for  the  more  sub- 
stantial enjoyments  of  the  table. 
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The  interminable  duration  of  a  German 
supper  has  already  been  minutely  described. 
On  the  present  occasion  luxury,  splendour  and 
conviviality  were  blended.  The  varied  and 
well  dressed  viands  could  only  be  surpassed  by 
the  goodly  profusion  of  rich  wines  and  liqueurs 
that  crowned  the  feast,  and  conspired  to  excite 
hilarity  and  banish  restraint.  The  conversa- 
tion, which  had  been  tolerably  animated  from 
the  commencement,  gradually  assumed  a  more 
negligent  character.  The  merry  jest  circulated 
freely ;  and  as  the  night  advanced  the  clamour 
increased. 

The  carousal  was  at  its  height,  and  the  party 
collected  round  the  table  formed  separate  groups, 
that  with  vehement  gesticulation  were  simul- 
taneously vociferating  their  several  opinions. 
Captain  von  Lindenberg  happened  to  be  placed 
in  the  midst  of  some  wild  young  men,  one  of 
whom  was  Lieutenant  Holdenbike,  a  near  re- 
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lative  of  the  Countess  Rosendahl.     Sarcastic  in 
his  conversation,  many  cutting  remarks  escaped 
him  during  supper,  which  tended  to  irritate  the 
naturally  ardent  temper  of  his  neighbour ;  and 
a  sort  of  skirmishing    hostility  was  kept  up, 
half  playful,  half  angry,  until  the  effects  of  in- 
temperance divested  Holdenbike's  language  of 
all   previous  restraint.      Bitter  words  ensued, 
and  in  the  course  of  a  violent  altercation,  a 
most  ungenerous  allusion  was  made  to  the  po- 
litical reverses  sustained  by  the  late  minister. 
Leopold,  losing  all  self-command,  retorted,  and 
refused  to  recall  the  insulting  expression  he  had 
used.  The  tumult  then  reached  a  climax,  which 
rather  irritated    than  appeased   the  infuriated 
parties ; — and  the  scene  of  uproar  was  followed 
by  a  nocturnal  duel,   under  circumstances  of 
mutual  excitement  and  fierce  animosity.     The 
combatants  fought  by  torchlight,  and  the  red 
glare  imparted  a  striking  character  to  the  des- 
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perate  conflict, — which  terminated  in  the  fall 
of  Holdenbike. 

He  was  raised  bleeding  in  the  arms  of  his  se- 
conds. The  shades  of  death  were  evidently  fast 
gathering  on  that  brow  which  but  a  moment 
before  was  animated  with  the  fiercest  passions 
of  which  the  human  soul  is  susceptible. 

On  perceiving  the  result  Leopold  dropped 
his  arm  by  his  side,  and  the  deadly  weapon  fell 
from  his  grasp.  The  fumes  of  pleasure,  of  wine, 
and  of  anger  were  dispelled  in  a  moment,  and 
he  stood  like  one  bewildered  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  his  own  guilt. 

"  Fly  !  fly  !"  faintly  muttered  the  wounded 
man,  extending  his  clay-cold  hand  to  his  ad- 
versary. "  Fly,  von  Lindenberg  !  Holdenbike 
is  mortally  wounded  !''  exclaimed  the  friends 
of  both  parties  ;  and  Leopold  hurried  from  the 
ground,  mounted  the  fleet-footed  charger  pro- 
vided by  the  forethought  of  his  companions, 
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and  mechanically  sought  to  preserve  the  life  he 
so  boldly  risked  but  an  hour  before,  and  which 
was  now  embittered  perhaps — for  ever. 

Pursued  by  remorse,  and  exhausted  by  bodily 
fatigue,  he  reached  the  patrimonial  roof,  after 
considerable  risk  and  delay. 

No  sooner  was  the  Baron  made  acquainted 
with  the  danger  and  ruin  which  involved  his 
son,  than  the  rejoicings  and  festivities  in  pre- 
paration were  suddenly  countermanded,  and 
all  entrance  to  the  castle  peremptorily  for- 
bidden.  It  was  also  deemed  advisable  to  con- 
tradict the  report  of  Leopold's  expected  return, 
which  had  been  gladly  promulgated  amongst 
the  peasantry ;  whilst  the  fact  of  his  actual  ar- 
rival was  studiously  suppressed,  or  merely  sur- 
mised by  a  few  of  the  most  confidential  ser- 
vants in  the  establishment,  whose  prudence 
and  attachment  might  be  equally  trusted. 
These  precautionary    measures    were  adopted 
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with  as  little  display  as  possible,  in  order  to 
avoid  exciting  unnecessary  comment  or  suspi- 
cion ;  and  a  temporary  illness  of  the  Baroness 
afforded  an  ostensible  pretext  for  such  unex- 
pected proceedings. 

Lieutenant  Holdenbike  was  a  cousin  of  the 
Countess  Rosendahl,  and  consequently  attached 
to  the  political  faction  of  which  she  was  a 
secret  agent.  This  circumstance  seemed  pe- 
culiarly unfortunate,  as  it  tended  to  entail 
persecution  from  the  same  source  whence  von 
Lindenberg  had  already  received  deep  and 
lasting  injury.  Thus  the  hapless  family  had 
only  met  to  share  the  load  of  sorrow  that 
oppressed  them.  Drawn  closer  by  misfortune, 
they  naturally  clung  to  the  Baron  for  comfort 
and  support;  but  the  philosopher  became 
merged  in  the  father,  and  he  who  had  endured 
the  injustice  and  arbitrary  enactments  of  his 
enemies  without  uttering  a  complaint,  was  soon 


92  ELLA  ;    OR 

found  to  be  sinking  under  the  weight  of  his 
son's  transgression. 

Nevertheless  von  Lindenberg,  though  heart- 
stricken,  was  not  of  a  character  to  allow  afflic- 
tion, whatever  form  it  might  assume,  to  paralyse 
the  energy  of  his  mind.  As  soon  therefore  as 
the  first  tumult  of  grief  and  astonishment  had 
subsided,  he  conceived  the  expediency  of  ap- 
pealing to  some  influential  individual  at  court, 
for  succour  and  protection,  in  case  Holden- 
bike's  wound  should  prove  mortal.  And  until 
a  correct  statement  of  his  condition  could  be 
ascertained,  concealment  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary to  Leopold's  personal  safety. 

Meanwhile,  to  obviate  the  danger  of  mis- 
representation, and  vindictive  retribution  from 
the  connexions  of  the  sufferer,  it  appeared 
highly  desirable  that  a  candid  and  impartial 
investigation  should  be  obtained.  Not  that  it 
was  possible  wholly  to  clear  Leopold  from  the 
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blame  he  had  incurred;  but  he  might  even- 
tually be  exonerated  from  the  more  serious 
imputation  naturally  attaching  to  him  in  the 
first  instance. 

Situated  as  von  Lindenberg  was,  the  task 
which  awaited  him  offered  considerable  diffi- 
culty; for  the  unfortunate  are  generally  friend- 
less; and  as  he  recapitulated  to  himself  the 
names  of  those  who  had  feasted  on  his  bounty, 
or  risen  through  his  means,  the  Baron  was 
unable  to  satisfy  himself  either  of  their  readi- 
ness to  serve  him,  or  of  the  sincerity  of  former 
professions. 

Whilst  he  thus  cherished  alternately  each 
delusive  scheme  that  presented  itself  to  his 
harrassed  mind,  Ella's  sanguine  imagination, 
had  comprehended  and  grappled  with  the  dif- 
ficulty. Roused  to  exertion  by  the  peril  which 
menaced  her  brother,  and  stimulated  by  a  more 
sacred  impulse  than  the  indolent  indulgence  of 
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grief,  however  legitimate  its  object,  she  com- 
municated the  wild,  but  not  impracticable  sug- 
gestions of  her  ardent  fancy. 

"  Beloved  father,  listen  to  your  Ella ;  let  me 
accompany  you," — cried  she — "  let  me  go  to 
Vienna.  We  will  plead  the  cause  of  Leopold 
ourselves — the  eloquence  of  affection  is  irre- 
sistible/' 

"  Fond  girl,'5  replied  the  Baron,  "  I  fear 
you  overrate  your  powers  of  persuasion.  Re- 
member that  I  am  no  longer  in  power.  My 
feeble  efforts  can  do  but  little,  unless  I  obtain 
the  ear  of  royalty." 

"  We  shall !  we  will !  I  will  throw  myself  at 
the  Emperor's  feet !"  interrupted  Ella  with  en- 
thusiasm. 

"  This  is  a  speculative  dream  my  child," 
remonstrated  Madame  von  Lindenberg ;  "  you 
cannot  succeed ." 

"  Dearest  parents,  be  patient  with  me,  and 
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forgive  my  presumption  in  thus .  offering  the 
fruits,  not  of  reflection,  but  of  impulse.  If 
Leopold  does  not  interest  some  powerful  au- 
thority in  his  favour,  he  is  ruined — his  career 
as  a  soldier  is  terminated.  We  have  but  one 
alternative — to  speak  for  him — and  —  save 
him  r 

"  Your  youthful  imagination  has  indeed 
outstript  the  worn  out  experience  of  your  fa- 
ther," answered  the  Baron  mournfully,  taking 
her  hand.  "  Your  project  is  romantic,  but  not 
unworthy  of  you.    Speak  on  child." 

"  Ella,"  observed  her  mother,  "  if  you  can 
serve  Leopold,  my  blessing,  my  most  tender 
blessing  be  upon  you." 

"  Let  me  repair  the  error,  the  fatal  error, 
that  caused  the  desolation  of  our  house,"  con- 
tinued Ella  firmly.  u  In  favouring  the  views 
of  Las  Cases,  I  entailed  ruin  upon  all.  Let 
none  feel  its  baleful  effects  more  keenly  than 
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myself.  The  hand  that  unwillingly  inflicted 
the  first  blow  to  your  prosperity,  must  be  the 
first  to  heal  the  wound  it  made  unconsciously. 
There  are  those  at  court  who  will  grant  a 
gracious  hearing  to  our  entreaties.  Even  Hol- 
denbike,  should  he  live,  will  bear  testimony  to 
my  brother's  honour.  He  fell  in  equal  com- 
bat. Oh,  if  I  were  permitted,  I  could  urge  the 
cause  so  vehemently,  so  truly,  that  no  heart 
could  remain  insensible  to  my  prayer." 

"  But  Ella,  you,  who  have  never  ventured 
from  a  mother's  arms,  except  for  recreation — 
are  you  prepared  to  encounter  the  difficulties 
and  obstacles  that  oppose  your  undertaking  ?" 

His  daughter  blushed  and  hesitated. 

"  Surely,  you  will  assist  me  with  your  ad- 
vice ....  do  not,  do  not  refuse  me !"  cried  she 
falling  on  her  knees.  "  Even  if  I  fail,  at  least 
I  shall  have  done  an  act  of  affection  and  of 
duty '" 


97 

The  Baron  folded  his  daughter  in  his  arms. 

(i  Be  it  so  !  although  in  the  agony  of  mor- 
tified integrity  I  voluntarily  quitted  Vienna, 
with  the  solemn  intention  of  never  again  en- 
tering its  gates,  I  willingly  relinquish  such 
bitter  feelings.  We  will  depart  together.  Leo- 
pold shall  remain  here  in  safety." 

""  I  confide  you  to  your  father's  care,"  ob- 
served the  Baroness.  a  Go  my  child,  and  may 
you  prove  successful !" 

Ella  resolved  to  accompany  her  father  on  his 
distant  pilgrimage,  deeming  his  society  more 
than  sufficient  compensation  for  all  external 
inconvenience  and  fatigue;  and  she  cheerfully 
assumed  the  humble  appellation  by  which  they 
took  seats  in  the  public  conveyance  to  Vienna. 

The  Baroness  and  her  son  remained  domes- 
ticated at  Ereinfels  Castle,  patiently  awaiting 
the  result  of  a  mission  on  which  their  whole 
futurity  depended. 

VOL.    II.  F 
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CHAPTER    V. 


Speed — But  tell  me  true,  will  't  be  a  match  ? 
Launc. — Ask  my  dog ;  if  he  say  ay  it  will ;  if  he  say   no, 
it  will  j  if  he  shake  hit  tail  and  say  nothing,  it  will. 
Speed — The  conclusion  is  then,  that  it  will — 

Shakespeare — Two  gentlemen  of  Verona. 


At  the  distance  of  about  a  mile  from  the 
Castle  of  Ereinfels  may  be  remarked  a  ro- 
mantic village,  the  neat  white  cottages  of  which 
are  irregularly  dotted,  here  and  there,  without 
much   regard    to    symmetry   of   arrangement. 
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Some  portion  of  these  habitations  hang  on  the 
very  verge  of  the  lake;  whilst  others  seem 
struggling  for  pre-eminence,  and,  from  the 
brow  of  the  hill,  look  down  upon  the  lowly 
roofs  of  their  less  ambitious  neighbours.  But 
the  principal  houses  which  constitute  the  street 
of  this  pretty  hamlet,  occupy  the  side  of  the 
high  road,  forming  no  inconsiderable  or  in- 
attractive  feature  in  the  landscape.  The  lar- 
gest of  these  buildings  is  appropriated  to  the 
accommodation  of  travellers ;  and  relays  of 
horses  for  the  conveyance  of  the  mail  estab- 
lished between  the  two  nearest  towns,  are  kept 
by  the  proprietor  of  this  dwelling,  which  bears 
the  ostentatious  and  favourite  name  of  u  Kaiser 
Hof — "  or  (King's  Arms) — the  front  door  being 
surmounted  by  a  figure  of  the  Austrian  Eagle, 
properly  blazoned  by  the  skill  of  a  neighbour- 
ing painter. 

The  "  Kaiser   Hof"  was  well  known  as  a 
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house  of  public  entertainment   and  resort,  and 
usually  enjoyed  a  tolerable  share  of  custom  and 
profit;  but  owing  to  the  rigorous   season,   of 
which   our  readers  are  already  apprised,  tra- 
velling for  some  weeks   had  been  in  a  great 
measure  suspended,  excepting  on  occasions  of 
peculiar  emergency.     Even  the  arrival  and  de- 
parture of  the  mail  were  considerably  retarded 
by  the  snow,  and  the  general  run  of  business 
at  the  "  Kaiser  Hof"  became  for  the  time  of 
a  more  domestic  kind.     It  often  happened  that 
a  small  number  of  the  richer  class  of  villagers 
dropt  in  as  evening  closed,  for  the  purpose  of 
smoking  a  meerschaum,  discussing  a  flagon  of 
Heidelberg,  or  to  spell  over  the  well  digested 
columns  of  the  Vienna  Gazette.     These  sedate 
pleasures   were    sometimes    followed   up   with 
music,  the  harmony  of  a  national  chorus  being 
ably  sustained  by  a  violoncello  accompaniment; 
executed  with  as  much  accuracy  as  spirit  by 
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the  landlord  himself.  This  generally  concluded 
the  festivities  of  the  night, — after  which  the 
assembled  party  retired  to  their  respective 
homes,  to  a  domestic  supper. 

These  sober  meetings  were  honoured  by  the 
presence  of  an  individual  of  some  local  im- 
portance, in  the  estimation  of  his  associates ; — 
no  less  a  personage  than  the  concierge  of 
Ereinfels  Castle ;  who  was  constantly  found 
amongst  the  cheerful  circle  congregated  at  the 
village  inn  :  for  Caspar  gladly  evaded  the  mo- 
notonous duties  of  opening  and  shutting  doors, 
at  an  hour  when  it  might  reasonably  be  pre- 
sumed that  all  were  permanently  closed  until 
morning,  and  preferred  the  more  congenial 
pleasures  which  the  Kaiser  Hof  afforded. 

In  the  usual  group  collected  in  the  well 
sanded  parlour,  might  occasionally  be  num- 
bered stray  passengers  deposited  by  the  mail, 
awaiting  until  a  favourable  change  in  the  at- 
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mosphere  should  admit  of  further  progress 
towards  the  place  of  ultimate  destination. 

It  was  evening,  and  the  protecting  shutters 
that  excluded  both  cold  and  wind  from  the 
snug  apartment  to  which  we  have  already  al- 
luded, were  carefully  closed.  A  flaring  lamp, 
with  a  "  reverbdre,"  glared  and  flickered  under 
the  image  of  the  imperial  eagle;  whilst  the 
internal  arrangement  of  the  house  presented 
an  aspect  of  comfort,  which  seemed  given  as  a 
sort  of  compensation  for  the  length  and  se- 
verity of  a  winter's  night. 

The  frequenters  of  the  Gasthaus  settled 
themselves,  each  according  to  his  convenience. 
The  party  was  small  compared  with  what 
might  have  been  expected  in  finer  weather,  and 
the  landlord  himself  sat  in  happy  indolence, 
presiding  over  his  household,  with  one  leg 
resting  placidly  on  the  knee  of  the  other,  his 
right  hand  employed  in  pouring  the  effervescent 
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contents  of  a  grey  stone  jar  into  a  capacious 
glass,  whilst  his  left  sustained  a  handsome 
silver  mounted  pipe,  which  had  just  been  with- 
drawn from  his  half  open  lips.  A  table  of 
small  dimensions  divided  his  portly  person 
from  that  of  the  concierge  of  the  castle.  The 
newspaper  (that  inexhaustible  source  of  con- 
versational variety)  was  spread  on  the  neutral 
ground  which  separated  the  assembled  guests. 
In  a  remote  part  of  the  chamber,  exactly 
within  hearing,  but  beyond  the  scope  of  actual 
observation,  stood  the  prudent  helpmate  of 
"  mine  host,"  busied  in  affording  necessary 
assistance  to  her  serving  maiden,  as  the  house 
was  not  of  sufficient  consequence  to  support 
the  addition  of  a  waiter.  Both  females  were 
assiduously  employed  laying  out  a  comfortable 
supper  on  a  long  deal  table,  covered  with  green 
oil  cloth,  in  expectation  of  the  "  eilwagen," 
from  which  they  hoped  some  wearied  traveller 
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might  perchance  alight,  and  yield  unresistingly 
to  the  savoury  temptation  of  sour  krout,  raw 
ham,  and  sausages;  whilst  the  shivering  po- 
stillions would  comfort  themselves  with  the 
customary  libation  of  "  Kirsche  wasser." 

"  The  eilwagen  is  late/'  cried  Mynheer 
Szelzermann,  the  master  of  the  house,  pulling 
out  a  large  silver  watch  suspended  by  a  thick 
chain  of  the  same  metal,  and  comparing  the 
dial  plate  of  his  own  private  monitor  with  that 
of  a  curious  old  chiming  clock,  of  very  ancient 
workmanship,  which  stood  clicking  in  a  corner. 

"  Half  past  eight; — I  set  my  watch  by  the 
dial  in  the  garden  at  Ereinfels," — pronounced 
(as  he  examined  his  time-piece)  the  pompous 
old  Caspar,  who  had  been  promoted  from  a 
lower  office  in  the  Baronial  household,  to  the 
snug  sinecure  he  now  enjoyed  at  the  gate. 

"  A  quarter  to  nine  by  me"  returned  the 
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publican,  in  a  tone  that  would  not  be  contra- 
dicted. 

"  I  hope  nothing  has  happened," — said  the 
lady,  as  she  shifted  a  Strasbourg  pie  to  a  fresh 
dish. 

"  The  coach  may  be  upset  owing  to  this 
interminable  frost,  which  has  superseded  the 
snow  of  last  week,"  observed  Caspar. 

"  Or  a  horse  may  have  fallen ;  and  the  old 
bridge  over  the  torrent  is  scarcely  safe  since 
the  newly-raised  battlements  were  impaired  by 
the  sudden  thaw  last  winter," — rejoined  Szel- 
zermann. 

"  I  wish  the  eilwagen  came  in  earlier/5 
returned  Caspar.  "  I  cannot  help  waiting  to 
hear  the  news  it  brings  from  town;  and  that 
makes  my  good  woman  cross.  She  gets 
jealous  when  I  stay  out  so  long,"  added  he, 
winking  slyly  to  the  fat  and  fussy  assistant  of 
his  fair  hostess. 

F  3 
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At  this  instant  the  distant  sound  of  a  bugle 
was  faintly  echoed  by  the  surrounding  hills, 
and  shortly  after,  the  heavy  ill-constructed  ve- 
hicle that  served  all  the  purposes  of  commu 
nication  between  the  village  and  the  rest  of  the 
world  came  rumbling  and  rattling  to  the 
door. 

Mynheer  Szelzermann  was  still  endeavouring 
to  shake  the  ashes  from  his  pipe,  when  his 
active  spouse  had  already  conveyed  her  comely 
person  to  the  steps  of  her  house ;  and  she  was 
in  the  act  of  welcoming  a  tall  and  gentlemanly 
looking  stranger,  ere  the  master  of  the  hostelry 
could  bustle  forward  to  assist  her  in  the  pleas- 
ing office.  In  a  few  moments  the  traveller's 
portmanteau  was  deposited  in  the  best  bed- 
chamber, and  himself  installed  at  the  small 
table  beside  the  stove,  with  a  cup  of  fragrant 
coffee  smoking  before  him,  having  resisted  the 
combined  allurements   of  Bertha's   persuasive 


107 

arguments,  and  more  substantial  fare  at  the 
larger  board. 

"  Sharp  weather,  sir,5'  observed  our  host 
replenishing  his  glass  before  it  was  empty. 

"  Very  unfortunate  for  travelling,5'  added 
Caspar  by  way  of  commentary. 

"  I  cannot  say  I  felt  the  cold  so  very  in- 
tense/' answered  the  traveller,  drawing  a  large 
cloak  close  round  his  throat.  "  This  fur  cap 
kept  out  the  frost  most  effectually,"  continued 
he,  without  even  attempting  to  raise  it  from 
his  head. 

"  No  news  stirring,  sir  ?"  inquired  the  land- 
lord. "  You  have  probably  come  from  Vienna  ?° 
added  he,  putting  two  questions  in  one  breath. 

"  No,  none  whatever  to  my  knowledge/' 
replied  the  stranger,  merely  attending  to  the 
first  part  of  the  sentence. 

"  How  comes  it  Caspar  that  all  the  rejoicings 
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at  the  castle  are  suspended,"  cried  Bertha  in  a 
shrill  voice.  "  I  heard  we  were  to  have  grand 
doings  in  honour  of  the  young  Baron's  return  ; 
but  the  whole  was  dropt  to  the  ground." 

"  For  an  excellent  reason,"  growled  the 
concierge  most  ungraciously ;  "  Baron  Leo- 
pold did  not  arrive  at  the  appointed  time." 

"  So  we  shall  have  no  festivities  after  all," 
murmured  Bertha. 

"  Did  you  expect  much  pleasure?"  asked 
the  visitor  who  had  arrived  by  the  eilwagen. 

(i  To  be  sure  we  all  did,  and  it  is  very 
strange  we  should  be  disappointed  after  so 
much  preparation — very  strange  indeed  Mr. 
Caspar/'  added  the  lady,  in  a  tone  bordering  on 
asperity. 

"  Not  at  all  strange,"  said  Caspar  striking 
the  table  with  the  bottom  of  his  glass,  as  if 
resolving  to  effect  a  retreat. 

ee  You  like  this  beer  neighbour?"  cried  Szel- 
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zermann,  fearing  he  should  lose  the  society  of 
his  customer.  "  Bring  another  bottle,  Katrine  ; 
of  the  real  Heidelberg,  do  you  hear  !''  shouted 
he  as  the  active  hand-maiden  vanished  through 
a  lateral  door  leading  to  the  mysterious  regions 
allotted  to  culinary  purposes. 

"  We  had  expected  a  dance  in  the  large  hall. 
Such  a  disappointment  to  all  the  tenantry  1" 
continued  Bertha,  with  the  adhesive  tenacity 
of  her  sex. 

"  It  will  be  well  for  them  if  they  never  en- 
counter a  greater,"  answered  the  functionary 
doggedly ;  and  a  dead  silence  ensued  for  a  few 
moments. 

"  We  were  to  have  furnished  pipes  and  beer 
for  the  lower  apartments — and  right  good  of 
the  sort ; — a  great  loss  to  me  in  the  way  of 
business,  you  understand  neighbour,"  observed 
Szelzermann  in  a  tone  of  mitigation ;  "  and  our 
two    sons    would    have   played    for   the    ball ; 


110  ELLA;    OR 

which  would  be  worth  some  dollars,  saying 
nothing  about  the  honour  of  being  allowed  to 
exhibit  their  superior  performance  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  Excellency  the  Baron  von  Linden- 
berg  and  his  amiable  family." 

"  It  is  a  great  disappointment,  Mynheer 
Caspar,"  persisted  the  landlady  with  emphasis. 

"  These  rejoicings  to  which  you  allude  were 
intended  to  celebrate  the  return  of  some  absent 
member  of  the  family  ?"  said  the  traveller 
slowly. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Caspar  with  civility ;  "  but 
our  young  master  is  not  come  amongst  us  as 
we  hoped.  He  has  probably  been  delayed,  or 
has  altered  his  intentions — as  he  is  not  arrived 
at  Ereinfels  Castle."  The  last  words  were 
added  in  a  manner  to  impress  the  hearers  with 
a  conviction  of  the  fact  asserted. 

"  How  very  provoking  V  exclaimed  Bertha, 
who  had  gradually  approached  and  now  formed 
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a  part  of  the  group.  "  I  quite  long  to  see  our 
young  Lady  Ella, — such  a  sweet  creature  !" 

K  So  she  is,"  answered  Caspar,  relaxing  into 
a  smile  as  he  uttered  the  ready  affirmative. 

"  So  good  and  kind  to  every  body,"  observed 
one  of  the  villagers.  "  The  last  time  I  saw 
her  she  was  riding  on  horseback  with  his  Ex- 
cellency. She  looked  like  a  queen,  and  she 
stopped  on  purpose  to  inquire  for  my  youngest 
child,  who  was  very  sick  at  that  time,  and 
spoke  so  mildly,  I  could  not  but  feel  my  heart 
warm  towards  her." 

The  stranger  looked  confused,  and  asked  in 
a  hesitating  voice  if  the  lady  in  question  was 
handsome. 

"  Handsome  ?'  echoed  the  circle — "  you 
cannot  have  ever  been  in  Vienna,  not  to  have 
heard  of  the  young  Baroness  von  Lindenberg's 
beauty,*'  cried  Bertha,  anxious  to  vindicate  the 
superiority  of  her  own  Chatelaine. 
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The  gentleman  made  no  reply,  but  sipped 
his  coffee  with  the  air  of  a  person  intent  on 
business. 

"  Will  the  family  return  soon  to  Vienna  ?" 
inquired  Szelzermann,  addressing  his  discourse 
to  Caspar,  who  rejoined  prudentially,  that  it 
depended  entirely  upon  circumstances; — af- 
fording thereby  no  information  on  the  subject. 

"  I  wonder  how  the  Lady  Ella  has  recovered 
her  sad  disappointment  about  the  handsome 
young  Count  who  was  down  here  a  year  ago  ?" 
said  the  landlady,  with  that  pertinacious  cu- 
riosity which  forms  a  distinguishing  trait  in 
the  class  to  which  she  belonged. 

"  Humph!  disappointment  forsooth!"  snarled 
Caspar,  evidently  annoyed.  "  How  do  you  know 
there  was  any  disappointment  ?" 

"  Well,  how  sharp  you  are  upon  one  Mr. 
Caspar !  I  meant  no  offence,"  retorted  the  talk- 
ative  Bertha  nothing  abashed ;  whilst  the  tra- 
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veller,  sighing  deeply,  pushed  his  unfinished 
cup  from  before  him,  and  buried  his  face  in 
both  his  hands. 

"Is  there  any  truth  in  the  report  I  heard 
yesterday  from  Katrine  ?  here  I  say,  what  was 
it  you  told  me  ?"  screamed  the  placid  hostess, 
dragging  forward  the  maid,  who  was  lingering 
near  the  before  mentioned  side  door,  partly 
eyeing  the  traveller,  and  partly  for  the  purpose 
of  supplying  the  party  with  beer,  tobacco,  or 
fuel. 

"  Why  I  heard  that  the  Baroness  Ella  had 
a  new  admirer." 

i£  Is  that  any  thing  wonderful  you  goose  ?" 
shouted  Szelzermann,  warmed  with  beer  and 
tobacco.  a  Every  body  admires  her — no  doubt 
of  that." 

"  Well  then,  I  heard  also  the  two  were  seen 
together,  quite  familiar,  and  that  the  lady  Ella 
has  completely  recovered  her  health." 
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u  I  tell  you  she  never  lost  her  health/'  ex- 
claimed Caspar,  reddening  at  any  supposition 
that  could  possibly  deteriorate  from  the  dignity 
of  his  young  mistress ;  "  and  as  for  admirers, 
you  jade,  no  lack  of  them  I  warrant  you,  with 
her  bright  eyes  and  sweet  smiles." 

u  There  now,  I  knew  it  was  the  case,5'  said 
the  spouse  of  Szelzermann,  triumphantly;  "  we 
shall  have  a  wedding  soon  I  dare  say." 

"  More  unlikely  occurrences  than  that  have 
come  to  pass/'  replied  the  concierge,  looking 
important.  The  young  Baroness  can  pick  and 
choose  amongst  the  best  in  the  land,  and  marry 
whenever  she  pleases,  although  his  Excellency 
is  not  quite  so  great  a  man  as  he  was." 

C(  Do  you  think  the  Baron  will  return  to 
court/5  interrupted  the  inn-keeper.  "  Perhaps 
he  may  do  something  for  one  of  my  sons — get 
him  into  the  Imperial  chapel  as  second  violin — 
who  knows  ?" 
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"  Who  knows  indeed  ?"  echoed  Caspar. 
u  Depend  upon  it  he  will  ultimately  return  to 
the  council  chamber,"  added  he  with  mysterious 
dignity. 

"  Who  is  the  young  cavalier  who  was  seen 
with  the  Lady  Ella?"  cried  Bertha,  pushing  a 
home  question,  in  despair  of  obtaining  informa- 
tion by  any  other  means. 

"  Why re al ly  I  am  not  pre- 
pared to  say,"  stammered  Caspar.  u  There  is 
no  company  at  the  castle  to  my  knowledge, 
probably  some  mistake." 

The  stranger  moved  his  chair,  and  took  up 
the  newspaper,  which  appeared  to  interest  his 
attention. 

"  How  sly  you  are  neighbour !"  exclaimed 
Szelzermann,  slapping  the  hesitating  concierge 
on  the  back.  "  Why  not  tell  us  at  once  there  is 
a  love  affair  in  the  wind  }" 

"  And  you  may  just  as  well  tell  us  what  sort 
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of  a  youth  this  same  suitor  may  be.  What  with 
the  snow,  and  one  thing  or  other,  I  have  not  set 
a  foot  beyond  the  village  these  three  weeks," 
said  Bertha.  "  Katrine  told  me  he  was 
tall." 

"  So  you  contrived  to  see  him  Mrs.  Busy- 
body ?"  returned  Caspar  with  a  nod,  looking 
keenly  at  the  hand-maiden  ;  "  and  how  did  you 
manage  that  so  cleverly  ?" 

"  No  thanks  to  you  Master  Caspar,  for  you 
never  have  the  politeness  to  let  a  living  soul 
near  the  place — just  as  if  one  meant  to  carry 
the  castle  away  on  one's  back.  But  I  saw  him — 
no  matter  how  I  saw  him,"  added  she  vocife- 
rously; "  and  the  gute  frau  Szelzermann, 
knows  that  I  saw  him ;  and  the  lady  Ella  was 
leaning  on  him  so;"  and  by  way  of  illustration, 
she  flung  her  brawny  arm  across  Caspar's  shoul- 
der, and  supported  her  whole  weight  on  him, 
which  was  no  trifle. 
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"  Well — if  my  young  mistress  is  no  lighter 
than  you  are,"  roared  the  concierge,  wincing 
from  the  tender  pressure,  "  her  husband  will 
have  enough  of  her." 

"  There  now — I  told  you  so !"  shouted  the 
women  simultaneously  ;  "  you  acknowledge  it 
— we  knew  that  she  was  going  to  be  married," 
added  the  hostess  in  great  glee. 

"  I  thought  there  was  something  going  on 
at  the  castle  the  last  week  or  two/'  said  the 
landlord  chiming  in  ;  "  for  they  have  been  all 
shut  up  like  a  conclave.  I  never  knew  such 
closeting  ;  but  it  ended  in  something." 

"  Is  the  youth  dark  or  fair?"  asked  Bertha, 
with  a  lingering  hope  of  eliciting  some  infor- 
mation. 

"  Oh  he  is  very  handsome  indeed,"  cried 
Katrine,  anxious  to  appear  to  know  more  on 
the  subject  than  she  really  did. 

"  I    did   not   ask  you  Katrine — I  spoke  to 
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our  good  neighbour  Caspar,"  added  the  mis- 
tress, in  her  blandest  manner ; — but  no  reply- 
greeted  her  craving  ears. 

The  silent  guest,  attempting  to  join  in  the 
conversation,  inquired  if  the  Baron  von  Lin- 
denberg  received  visitors. 

i(  Very  few  indeed/'  said  the  innkeeper. 

"  None !"  replied  Caspar  sternly,  looking 
with  a  mingled  expression  of  fear  and  defiance 
at  the  traveller. 

"  Will  the  ceremony  take  place  here  ?"  in- 
quired the  stranger  timidly,  as  if  he  trembled 
at  the  probable  retort. 

"  I  suppose  his  Excellency  will  not  re- 
quire your  advice  on  that  score/'  answered 
the  concierge  in  a  very  uncommunicative 
tone. 

"  The  Baron  has  a  son/'  resumed  the  tra- 
veller, nothing  daunted. 

"  And  if  he  had  fifty  sons  what  does  that 
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signify/'  cried  the  old  man  captiously.  "  Long 
life  to  the  young  Baron  Leopold  !  he  is — 
he  was  I  mean  to  say — a  fine  young  man." 

"  He  is  not  at  the  castle  I   presume  !"  con- 
tinued the  persevering  guest, 

"  You    are    mighty    inquisitive/'    rejoined 
Caspar ;    "  and  although  I   do  not  mind  gra- 
tifiying   my  friend    Mrs.  Szelzermann  with  a 
little    gossip   concerning   weddings    and     true 
lovers'  knots,  I  am  not  going  to  satisfy  every 
idle  fellow  who  may  choose  to  be  impertinently 
curious    about  the    domestic  arrangements  of 
his  Excellency  the   Baron    von     Lindenberg, 
late  minister  of  state  to  his  Imperial  Majesty 
the  Emperor  of  Austria,  whose  humble   ser- 
vant and  principal  gatekeeper  I  have  the  honour 
to  be/' 

Szelzermann  fidgetted  on  his  seat  as  his  old 
customer  pronounced  these  words,  in  rather 
an  acrimonious  manner,  and  Bertha  hastened 
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to  inform  the  guest  that  his  chamber  was 
prepared,  which  he  acknowledged  by  a  gracious 
inclination  of  his  head,  observing  at  the  same 
time,  (i  Your  neighbour  Mr.  Caspar  is  not  so 
courteous  as  his  high  station  would  imply.  In 
that  peculiarity  at  least  he  neither  resembles 
the  Baron  von  Lindenberg  nor  any  of  his 
family." 

As  he  withdrew  Katrine  was  heard  to  say 
that  she  had  never  beheld  a  more  noble  look- 
ing cavalier;  and  Szelzermann  returned  the 
usual  parting  salutations  of  the  concierge 
with  a  considerable  diminution  of  cor- 
diality. 

About  noon  on  the  following  day  the 
traveller  was  seen  (in  a  different  costume, 
but  still  well  protected  from  cold  and  obser- 
vation by  the  ample  folds  of  a  rich  fur  cloak) 
walking  towards  the  castle  of  Ereinfels.  The 
iron  gate,  of  elaborate  workmanship,  that  ter- 
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minated  the  avenue  was  closed,  and  it  was 
only  after  reiterated  summonses  that  Caspar 
made  his  tardy  appearance.  The  concierge 
either  did  not  or  would  not  recognize  the  per- 
son who  stood  before  him,  and  refused 
peremptorily  either  to  admit  him  or  give  any 
information  with  respect  to  the  family — saying 
that  the  orders  of  the  Baron  were '  impera- 
tive— that  entrance  to  the  castle  was  strictly 
prohibited,  and  the  establishment  was  going  to 
be  broken  up  immediately. 

By  dint  of  patient  investigation  the  stranger 
ultimately  discovered  from  the  reluctant 
Caspar,  that  von  Lindenberg  and  his  daughter 
had  quitted  the  country  a  few  hours  before, 
without  leaving  any  instructions  as  to  the 
duration  of  their  absence  or  the  object  of  their 
journey. 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

Tis  he  indeed — disarmed  but  undeprest — 

Byron—-  Corsair. 

'Twas  bustle  in  the  court  below, 
"  Mount,  and  inarch  forward!"  forth  they  go — 
Sir    W.  Scott— Rokeby. 

The  hard  frost  and  heavy  snow  which 
for  three  weeks  had  enveloped  the  mountain 
district  with  a  gemlike  incrustation  of  daz- 
zling brightness,  was  at  length  succeeded  by 
a  rapid  thaw.     This  change  effectually  trans- 


THE    EMPEROR'S    SON.  123 

formed  the  magic  scene  into  one  of  gloom, 
which  however  was  not  divested  of  melan- 
choly interest.  Again  the  dark  branches  of 
the  pine-forest  glanced  forth  in  all  their  wild 
variety  of  form  and  hue;  again  the  leafless 
trees  stood  erect  in  the  stern  majesty  of 
their  gigantic  proportions ;  no  foliage  softened 
the  angular  contour ;  no  sparkling  incrustations 
relieved  the  naked  uniformity  of  their  appear- 
ance. 

The  deep  waters  of  the  lake,  swelled  beyond 
their  limits  by  the  torrents  that  burst  from 
the  distant  hills,  heaved  to  and  fro,  with 
trembling  undulation,  as  they  reflected  the 
grey  portentous  clouds,  gathered  round  the 
horizon.  Even  the  soft  mellowed  aspect  of 
the  venerable  pile  that  formed  the  principal 
feature  in  the  landscape,  (seeming  to  endure 
rather  than  to  defy  the  ruthless  advances  of 
decay)    partook    of  the  general   sombre    cha- 
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racter.  The  sky,  surcharged  with  impending 
rain,  produced  a  striking  effect  upon  the  whole 
scene.  The  white  mantle,  which  had  clung  like  a 
shroud  to  the  adjacent  heights,  slowly  yielded  to 
the  damp  influence  of  the  atmosphere,  and  as  the 
snow  gradually  melted  away,  a  dusky  cheer- 
less shade  appeared  to  steal  over  the  earth ; 
the  fantastic  icicles  which  but  a  few  days 
previously  hung  in  rainbow -like  festoons 
quickly  dissolved  in  tears,  as  if  nature  wept, — 
reluctantly  submitting  to  the  humid  change 
that  dimmed  her  lustre. 

Spring  was  still  far  distant,  although  the 
asperities  of  the  winter  were  over.  A  dark 
unpromising  day,  unrelieved  by  a  single  gleam 
of  sunshine,  was  succeeded  by  a  tempestuous 
night.  The  season  had  asserted  its  dreary 
dominion ;  the  rain  fell  in  torrents ;  and  the 
wind  howled  with  a  melancholy  cadence  round 
the  ancient  building. 
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The  domestics  had  congregated  close  to  the 
kitchen  hearth,  where  the  pleasures  of  com- 
panionship, and  the  resources  of  legendary 
lore,  made  ample  amends  for  the  relentless 
raging  of  the  storm  without. 

Madame  von  Lindenbcrg  and  Leopold, 
on  rising  from  their  silent  and  frugal  supper, 
betook  themselves  to  the  tapestry  chamber, 
and  as  they  seated  themselves  in  their  cus- 
tomary places,  each  mechanically  drew  nearer 
to  the  other,  as  if  hoping  to  find  comfort  in 
reciprocal  affection.  A  great  and  aching  void 
was  created  in  the  narrow  circle,  now  diminished 
to  a  t£te-a-t4te  -,  and  it  was  with  considerable 
difficulty  that  the  Baroness  could  in  any  degree 
reconcile  herself  to  the  painful  novelty  of  her 
lonely  position.  Some  philosophy  was  indeed 
required,  to  enable  her  to  resign  those  tender 
endearments  to  which  she  had  always  been 
habituated,  and  for  which  even  the  presence 
of  her  son  failed  to  compensate. 
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In  vain  she  looked  around  the  fireside  for 
those  sweet  familiar  faces  that  had  hitherto 
cheered  its  homely  aspect.  All  there  was 
vacancy :  —  the  mother's  heart  alone  was 
filled  by  the  recollection  of  the  absent 
ones. 

The  lamp  was  lighted  as  usual ;  but  the 
weight  of  the  atmosphere  obscured  the  flame. 
The  hearth  had  been  profusely  replenished, 
yet  did  not  kindle  with  its  usual  hospitable 
impetuosity :  —  the  pine  branches,  saturated 
with  moisture,  refused  to  ignite,  —  emitting 
volumes  of  smoke,  which  was  driven  down- 
wards by  the  violence  of  the  tempest. 

The  extremities  of  the  chamber  remained 
in  deep  shadow ;  the  pale  rays  of  the  lamp 
dimly  struggling  against  contending  darkness, 
and  failing  to  penetrate  those  remote  recesses 
which  were  rendered  indefinitely  gloomy  by  the 
tapestry.  A  few  of  the  gaunt  grim  figures 
depicted  therein   seemed   even   to  start  from 
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the  canvass,  with  a  sort  of  menacing  attitude^ 
as  the  arras  heaved  and  trembled  in  the 
blast. 

"  It  is  strange  that  neither  Ella  nor  my 
father  have  written/'  observed  Leopold  with 
a  sigh,  as  he  approched  the  hearth,  and  made 
an  effort  to  provoke  a  reluctant  blaze  from  the 
hissing  fuel. 

ie  Perhaps  the  fatigue  of  travelling  prevented 
their  doing  so/'  observed  Madame  von  Lin- 
denberg,  ever  ready  to  excuse  the  omissions  of 
others,  and  resuming  once  more  the  never 
failing  embroidery  frame. 

"  The  worst  of  certainties  would  be  pre- 
ferable to  our  present  state  of  apprehension," 
continued  the  young  soldier,  impatiently.  "  I 
wish  Ella  would  write,"  exclaimed  he  after  a 
momentary  pause. 

"  Had  the  Rosendahl  family  returned  to 
Vienna  }"  inquired  the  lady. 
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"  No  !  they  were  not  even  expected  until  the 
summer." 

"  At  least  our  poor  Ella  will  be  spared  the 
torture  of  meeting.  . . ." 

"  Albert  is  still  in  Italy,"  interposed  Leo- 
pold ;  "  had  he  been  within  reach,  my  sister's 
wrongs  should  not  have  thus  remained  un- 
avenged/" 

"  I  cannot  persuade  myself  that  he  has 
voluntarily  relinquished  his  betrothed,"  mildly 
resumed  Madame  von  Lindenberg ;  "  he  was 
devotedly  attached  to  her,  and  seemed  formed 
of  the  noblest  elements ;  I  still  doubt  the 
possibility  of  his  defection.' 

u  I  should  have  doubted ; — but  he  has 
never  made  a  single  effort  to  avert  the  blow 
under  which  my  sister  is  suffering.  Did  you 
not  tell  me  that  his  own  letters,  even  the 
tokens  exchanged  between  the  lovers,  had  been 
recalled  Y9 
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"  Yes,  and  they  were  all  returned  to  Count 
Rosendahl,"  replied  the  Baroness. 

"  And  the  request  was  not  couched  in 
very  gracious  terms  V   rejoined  Leopold. 

"  But  it  was  not  penned  by  Albert/ '  said 
Madame  von  Lindenberg. 

"  True  ;  but  the  letter  written  by  my  father 
was  addressed  to  Albert.  That  has  remained 
totally  unnoticed;  which  must  be  construed 
into  a  disinclination  on  his  part  to  maintain 
farther  correspondence  with  our  family." 

"  Yet  had  you  witnessed  the  separation  of 
the  lovers/5  remarked  the  Baroness,  "  you 
could  not  have  harboured  an  injurious  sus- 
picion. If  possible,  Rosendahl  displayed  the 
strongest  emotion/' 

"  It  grieves  me  indeed  to  think  thus  un- 
worthy of  a  friend  on  whose  sincerity  I 
once  could  have  pledged  my  life ;  for  Albert 
was  not  fickle5' — cried  Leopold. 
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w  Treachery  may  have  estranged  him," 
observed  the  lady ;  "  but  it  is  useless  to  con- 
jecture further  on  this  sad  subject.  Time  has 
elapsed,  and  Ella,  though  unchanged  in  sen- 
timent, has  recovered  a  portion  of  her  sere- 
nity.'5 

"  But  not  of  her  happiness/5  rejoined  the 
soldier.     u  Albert  must  yet  account." 

"  Forbear/'  interrupted  Madame  von  Lin- 
denberg,  in  a  tone  of  remonstrance ;  "  you 
cannot  contemplate  the  possibility  of  another 
hostile  encounter.— Oh  my  son,  you  recollect — 
already  you  have — " 

"  This  is  the  feeling  and  the  language  of 
your  sex  dearest  mother ;  but  Albert  has  broken 
faith,  and  deserves  to  be  reminded  of  his 
engagements," — returned  Captain  von  Lin- 
denberg,  colouring  with  emotion. 

"  No ; — it  would  ill  become  us  to  seek  a 
renewal  of  those  vows  which  he  has  cancelled. 
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True  dignity  is  silent.  Leave  Albert  to  the 
communion  of  his  own  heart — be  you  neither 
his  mediator,  nor  his  antagonist.  You  would 
not  wish  to  betray  the  secret  of  your  sister's 
ill  requited  constancy  ?" 

"  It  is  easier  to  resent  than  to  endure,"  mut- 
tered Leopold. 

"  But  it  is  nobler  to  endure  than  to  com- 
plain. Fortitude,  is  the  triumph  of  right, 
whilst  resentment  is  the  alternative  of  wrong/' 
mildly  observed  the  Baroness. 

"  Dear  mother,  you  preach  philosophy,  not 
chivalry." 

"  Neither  !  I  recommend  prudence  only." 

"  Still  the  old  story, — prudence !  prudence  ! ! 
prudence  ! ! !  Am  I  never  to  hear  of  anything 
but  f  prudence  }'  *'  exclaimed  Leopold,  forget- 
ting the  deference  due  to  maternal  solicitude. 

"  Yes — Prudence  is  the  real  secret  of  life,'^ 
firmly  replied  Madame  von  Lindenberg  ;  "every 


132  ELLA;    OR 

hour,     every     incident,     must     prove    it    to 
you/' 

"  Perhaps  so,"  musingly  rejoined  the  youth; 
"  but  was  it  not  singular  that  Albert  should  have 
been  the  means  of  introducing  the  younger  Las 
Cases  to  our  family  ?" 

"  Had  you  known  the  Chevalier,  you  would 
scarcely  have  expressed  astonishment.  Few 
persons  appeared  more  suited  to  society, 
and  Albert  was  fascinated;  indeed  so  was 
your  father — your  sister — even  I  felt  pleased 
with  our  new  acquaintance,  although  I  have 
long  since  ceased  to  interest  myself  about 
strangers." 

"  Had  I  seen  him,  I  might  indeed  have  im- 
bibed the  general  opinion.  Certainly  his  letter 
to  my  father,  which  you  showed  me,  and  the 
impression  he  has  evidently  produced  upon  all 
the  family,  convey  a  favourable  idea  of  his 
character.     I  love  an  adventurous  disposition. 
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....  Still  his  rashness  has   proved  fatal  to  the 
prosperity  of  our  house5' — remarked  Leopold. 

"  His  sentiments,  though  exaggerated,  were 
refined  and  generous ;  his  enthusiasm  inspired 
respect;  it  was  even  contagious.'' 

"  How  unfortunate  that  it  should  have  taken 
such  a  direction  !  What  a  fine  soldier  he 
would  have  made  !  but  his  wild  political 
schemes  could  only  terminate  in  a  discovery, 
and  ultimately  an  expulsion  from  the  Austrian 
dominions.  Surely  he  could  not  expect  to  suc- 
ceed in  re-establishing  the  Napoleon  dynasty?" 

"  I  fear  he  did,  otherwise  your  father  never 
could  have  been  so  deeply  and  so  unjustly 
implicated.  Had  Las  Cases  merely  experi- 
enced individual  attachment  to  the  Son  of 
Bonaparte,  his  introduction  to  our  family,  and 
his  interview  with  the  Duke  of  Reichstadt, 
would  not  have  been  fraught  with  such  disas- 
trous consequences." 
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"  If  I  mistake  not,  this  affair  of  Las  Cases 
was  rather  the  pretext  than  the  cause  of  our 
adversity.  But  this  is  a  sad  topic,  dearest 
mother — let  us  change  it. — I  envy  you  that 
eternal  embroidery — what  an  inexhaustible  re- 
source against  the  encroachment  of  ennui ! 
You  are  at  least  happy,  poring  over  that  ever- 
lasting frame." 

"  Happy  1"  echoed  the  matron  with  a  deep 
sigh.  "  No !  Leopold,  not  happy,  but  less  un- 
happy than  I  might  be.  Manual  employment, 
however  mechanical,  is  a  wonderful  relief  to 
the  mind." 

"  I  wish  I  could  find  some  occupation,  or 
hit  upon  some  plan  to  wile  away  the  weary 
hours,"  said  her  companion ;  "  it  is  impossible 
to  read, — for  the  words  seem  to  float  before 
my  eyes,  but  convey  no  meaning  to  the  sense ; 
— I  cannot  write — my  hand  refuses  its  office 
— I  dare  not  venture  beyond  these  walls — the 
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security  of  home  is  converted  to  imprison- 
ment." 

"  In  a  few  days,  dear  boy,  our  anxiety  will 
be  removed.  I  trust  also  that  we  shall  hear 
of  Holdenbike's  safety.  In  the  meantime  we 
must  strive  to  console  each  other.  You  know 
it  was  useless  for  Ella  to  write,  merely  for  the 
purpose  of  announcing  her  arrival  in  the  me- 
tropolis/' 

"  My  father  and  sister  have  now  been  gone 
seven,  . .  .no,  eight  days — eight  long  wearisome 
days,  and  still  no  tidings,  not  a  line  to  satisfy 
the  cravings  of  affection." 

"  Vienna  is  a  great  distance  from  hence," 
said  the  Baroness.  "  Besides, — the  frost  was 
exceedingly  severe,  and  the  sudden  thaw  may 
have  broken  up  the  roads." 

"  Could  I  but  learn  of  Holdenbike's  con- 
valescence— could  I  but  believe  that  these 
hands   were.  . .  .guiltless.  ..."  murmured   the 
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young  man,  shuddering  with  an  indefinite  and 
half-unconscious  sense  of  horror.  u  I  wish  now 
that  I  had  accompanied  my  father,  and  given 
myself  up  at  once  into  the  hands  of  the  law.  I 
detest  this  wretched  alternative  of  conceal- 
ment.' ' 

"  Irksome  as  your  present  solitude  may  be, 
does  not  your  mother  share  it  ?"  said  she  in  a 
tone  of  tender  reproach. 

As  she  spoke  the  wind  rose  to  a  fearful 
height,  and  shook  the  time-worn  walls  of  the 
castle ;  the  rain  pattered  against  the  windows, 
as  each  successive  gust  dyed  away,  and  was 
followed  by  a  low  moaning  sound,  that  im- 
parted a  vague  sentiment  of  dread,  from  which 
even  Leopold's  stout  heart  could  scarcely  de- 
fend itself. 

"  This  is  indeed  an  awful  night,"  ejaculated 
he,  as  his  mother  relinquished  her  needle,  and 
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clasped  her  hands  together.     u  Hark !  I  heard 
a  cry  mingle  in  the  blast." 

Again  the  wind  rushed  through  every  inter- 
stice of  the  building,  and  was  succeeded  by  a 
short  interval  of  stillness,  during  which  the 
clatter  of  horses5  hoofs  was  distinctly  audible. 
Madame  von  Lindenberg  turned  pale,  as  the 
castle  bell  pealed  a  loud  and  imperative  sum- 
mons, which  was  answered  by  the  voice  of 
Caspar  raised  to  oppose  the  progress  of  the 
intruders;  but  their  entrance,  unchecked  by 
expostulation,  was  speedily  effected,  in  defiance 
of  barking  watch-dogs,  growling  servants,  and 
screaming  women.  A  party  of  the  police,  ac- 
companied by  a  detachment  of  dragoons,  dis- 
mounted in  the  court  below,  and  immediately 
penetrated  the  chamber  in  which  the  Baroness 
and  her  son  were  keeping  their  melancholy 
vigil.     The  latter  immediately  assumed  an  at- 
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titude  of  defence,  whilst  Madame  von  Linden- 
berg  sunk  on  her  knees  before  the  officers  of 
justice, 

u  Seize  the  prisoner  if  he  presume  to  offer 
the  slightest  resistance/'  shouted  the  chief  of 
the  police ;  but  the  words  were  scarcely  uttered 
when  the  commandant  of  the  dragoons,  who 
happened  to  be  personally  acquainted  with  von 
Lindenberg,  mildly  interposed,  and  advised  him 
to  surrender  without  opposition. 

Leopold  reddened  to  the  very  temples.  "  A 
soldier  does  not  disgrace  himself  by  delivering 
his  sword  to  a  brave  man,"  cried  he,  presenting 
the  weapon  to  Captain  Walstein. 

"  Or  by  placing  confidence  in  the  honour  of 
a  friend,"  rejoined  the  other.  "  Rise,  Madame," 
continued  he,  addressing  the  Baroness,  u  you 
have  nothing  to  fear." 

"  Oh  sir,  my  son !  my  son !  he  is  dear  to 
me  l"  exclaimed  she,  seizing  the  veteran's  ner- 
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vous  hand,  and  pressing  it  vehemently  within 
her  own.  "  Surely  you  will  not  drag  him 
hence — you  will  not  separate  us  ?" 

"  Captain  von  Lindenberg  must  accompany 
me/'  resumed  the  chief  of  the  civil  power ; 
"  my  orders  are  imperative." 

u  I  am  ready  sir/'  proudly  answered  Leopold. 

"  Stay  rash  boy  \"  interrupted  his  mother, 
throwing  her  arms  round  him. 

"  I  regret,  Madam,  that  your  tears  and  en- 
treaties will  be  unavailing.  Your  son  is  now 
placed  in  a  very  critical  situation ;  the  life  of 
Lieutenant  Holdenbike  is  despaired  of,  and 
Captain  von  Lindenberg's  honour  and  life  de- 
pend on  an  inquiry  for  which  he  ought  to  be 
more  desirous  than  any  other  person;"  ob- 
served the  commandant. 

"  Oh  God!"  exclaimed  Leopold,  placing  his 
hands  before  his  face ;  "  Holdenbike  provoked 
me.  ... ,  .but". 
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"  Appearances  are  against  you.  The  cir- 
cumstance of  your  flight  admits  of  unfavour- 
able interpretations — your  enemies  are  on  the 
alert- — and  considerable  prejudice  is  already 
excited  against  you.  If  you  will  take  the  ad- 
vice of  a  friend,  submit  with  a  good  grace. " 

On  saying  these  words,  Captain  Walstein, 
who  had  grown  grey  in  the  service,  waved 
back  the  police ;  and  approaching  the  Baroness 
with  deference,  observed,  "  My  duty  is  peremp- 
tory, madam — a  carriage  is  in  readiness — we 
must  escort  your  son  to  Vienna." 

"  One  word,  one  prayer,"  interrupted  the 
lady,  again  interposing  between  her  son  and 
the  commanding  officer.  tc  Let  me  accompany 
you }" 

"  Impossible !  our  time  is  very  limited ;" 
cried  he. 

"  I  will  not  detain  you,  only  let  me  follow 
him,"  shrieked  the  mother. 
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"  In  two  hours  we  must  be  en  route  "  re- 
turned the  officer.  "  Relays  are  waiting,  and  I 
am  pledged  to  allow  of  no  delay." 

"  I  do  not  require  one  hour,  if  you  will 
but  permit  me  to  accompany  my  son." 

"  The  rain  is  falling  in  torrents — you  hear 
it  now  beating  against  the  casements  — 
neither  your  equipage  nor  attendants  are  pre- 
pared— I  beseech  you,  madam,  not  to  risk  your 
health — your  safety." 

"  Attendants  !  equipage  !  safety  !"  echoed 
the  lady ;  u  you  little  know  a  mother's  heart, 
which  desires  nothing  but  the  presence  of  her 
child.  The  same  vehicle  which  conveys  my 
son  may  also  convey  me.  Oh  take  me,  I  im- 
plore you  !" 

"  Whither  should  I  take  you?"  asked 
Walstein — "  to  prison  )" 

"  To  Vienna  !"  replied  the  Baroness  firmly, 
as   a  sudden  flash  of  hope  irradiated   her   pale 
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countenance.  "  Oh  sir !"  continued  she, 
"  if  you  are  a  parent — if  you  still  possess  the 
blessing  of  a  child's  affection— -do  not  reject 
my  prayer — let  me  follow  him,"  said  she  bend- 
ing on  her  knees  before  the  officer — "  let  me 
accompany  my  son,  and  remain  with  him  to 
the  last." 

The  stern  bosom  of  the  soldier,  unaccus- 
tomed to  such  scenes,  melted  within  him,  and 
he  turned  mechanically  to  the  authorities 
whom  it  was  his  duty  to  protect,  lest  an  effort 
either  at  escape  or  rescue  might  be  attempted 
by  Leopold  or  his  devoted  tenantry. 

H  I  pledge  my  honour,  Walstein,"  inter- 
posed Leopold,  "  that  I  will  not  give  you 
reason  to  repent  a  concession,  so  gratifying 
to  my  mother's  wishes.  I  do  not  desire  to 
evade  the  impending  inquiry.  Hitherto  you 
never  doubted  my  word." 

"  No,  but"—- 
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"  My  presence  in  Vienna  is  of  the  utmost 
consequence/'  resumed  the  Baroness ; — "  my 
husband  and  my  daughter  are  already  there. 
Do  not  divide  a  wretched  family !" 

As  Madame  von  Lindenberg  spoke,  the 
officials  gradually  relented,  and  the  anxiously 
solicited  permission  was  at  length  obtained. 
An  hour's  delay  sufficed  for  the  few  neces- 
sary preparations.  The  night  was  far  advanc- 
ed when  mother  and  son,  linked  arm  in  arm, 
descended  the  old  oak  stair-case.  They  found 
the  entrance  hall  filled  with-  sorrowful  do- 
mestics, who  had  hastily  collected  to  obtain 
a  last  look  at  their  revered  mistress.  Enve- 
loped in  the  ample  travelling  dress  that  pro- 
tected her  alike  from  the  weather  and  from 
observation,  the  Baroness  silently  waved  her 
hand  in  token  of  adieu ;  and  drawing  a 
thick  veil  still  closer  about  her  face,  as  if 
wishing  to  exclude  even  the  kindly  sympathy 
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of  her  servants,  lest  the  influence  of  their  grief 
might  shake  her  firmness,  she  prepared  to  quit 
the  castle. 

Day  was  slowly  breaking  through  the 
stormy  clouds  (which  were  ominously  ga- 
thered up  like  the  folds  of  a  black  canopy, 
seeming  ready  to  extend  fresh  darkness  on 
the  scene,)  when  the  cavalcade  wound  ra- 
pidly through  the  mountain  defile.  A  strong 
well  mounted  and  well  armed  escort  rode  on 
each  side  the  carriage  which  contained  Leo- 
pold, his  devoted  mother,  the  official,  and  the 
veteran  Walstein.  Immersed  in  sad  specu- 
lations, the  party  travelled  through  the  whole 
of  the  next  day  in  almost  uninterrupted 
silence;  and  as  night  again  approached,  the 
gloomy  drapery  of  vapour,  that  hung  like  a 
pall  over  the  earth,  condensed  into  a  single 
portentous  mass,  which  at  length  burst  forth 
in    unmitigated     fury    as    daylight   departed. 
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The  tempest  raged  on ;  and,  drenched  with 
rain,  the  troopers,  shrouded  in  their  military 
cloaks,  fastened  their  accoutrements,  and 
defied  the  storm,  whilst  the  howling  blast 
moaned  piteously  amongst  the  naked  branches 
of  the  forest  trees.  Naturally  disposed  to 
superstitious  impressions,  the  Baroness  watch- 
ed the  fearful  progress  of  the  hurricane,  with 
mingled  apprehension  and  awe  ;  and  it  was  not 
until  long  after  midnight,  when  the  voice  of 
the  wind  was  lulled  to  rest,  and  the  heavy 
clouds  had  melted  into  dew,  that  she  ventured 
to  inhale  the  invigorating  freshness  of  the 
approaching  morning ;  and  as  she  beheld  the 
twinkling  stars  disappear  one  by  one  from  the 
deep  clear  arch  of  heaven,  she  elevated  her 
thoughts  to  the  solemn  contemplation  of  that 
omnipotence  which  could  thus  raise  or  quell 
the  conflicting  power  of  the  elements,  at 
will. 

VOL    II.  H 
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At  length  they  halted,  the  carriage  drew  up 
under  the  sombre  gateway  of  a  prison,  and  for 
the  first  time  the  high  born  and  exemplary 
wife  of  von  Lindenberg  found  herself  de- 
pendent on  the  good  offices  of  strangers, 
without  possessing  in  the  vast  and  crowded 
metropolis  a  single  friend  from  whom  she 
could  with  propriety  venture  to  demand  as- 
sistance. 

Agitated  and  miserably  fatigued,  the  Ba- 
roness once  more  embraced  her  son,  and 
sinking  back  in  the  carriage,  could  scarcely 
command  sufficient  energy  to  utter  a  tender 
farewell,  as  he  rapidly  disappeared  through 
the  iron-studded  portal  that  closed  upon 
him. 

Alone  with  the  commandant,  she  no  longer 
attempted  to  control  the  violence  of  her  feel- 
ings ;  whilst  the  kind  hearted  soldier  requested 
permission    to  escort  her  to  the  hotel  where 
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she  had  every  reason  to  expect  a  meeting 
with  her  husband  and  daughter.  Dissolved 
in  tears,  she  could  with  difficulty  reply  to  his 
sympathizing  attention ;  and  without  waiting 
farther  explanation,  Walstein  dismissed  his 
harrassed  dragoons,  threw  an  additional  thaler 
to  the  postillion,  and  conducted  the  weeping 
mother  to  her  destination. 


H  2 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Je  te  salue,  6  mort !   Litterateur  celeste ! 
Tu  ne  m'  apparais  point  sous  cet  aspect  funeste 
Que  t'apprfite  long-temps  l'epouvante  et  l'erreur ; 
Ton  bras  n'est  point  arme-  d'un  glaive  destructeur  j 
Ton  front  r,'est  point  cruel,  ton  ceil  n'est  pas  peifide  ; 
Au  secours  des  douleurs  un  Dieu  clement  te  guide. 
Tu  n'an^antis  pas,  tu  delivres  ;  ta  main, 
Celeste  messager,  porte  un  flambeau  divin. 
Quand  mon  ceil  fatigue"  se  ferme  h.  la  lumiere, 
Tu  viens  d'un  jour  plus  pur  inonder  ma  paupiere  ; 
Et  l'Espoir  pres  de  toi,  r£vant  sur  un  tombeau, 
Appuye"  sur  la  Foi,  m'oivres  un  monde  plus  beau. 

De  la  Marline. 

The  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony. 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they're  seldom  spent  in  vain  ; 
For  they  breathe  truth  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 

Shakspeare. 

Ix  a  narrow  and  unfrequented  street   near 
the  outskirts  of  the  imperial  city  was  situated 
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an  obscure  hotel,  neither  sufficiently  estab- 
lished to  attract  promiscuous  travellers,  nor 
sufficiently  elegant  for  the  resort  of  affluence 
and  fashion.  Too  far  removed  from  the  centre 
of  the  town  to  be  selected  as  a  convenient 
accommodation,  either  to  the  commercial  dealer, 
or  the  man  of  pleasure,  it  was  chiefly  tenanted 
and  supported  by  poor  nobility,  middling  gentry, 
artists,  humble  candidates  for  literary  honours, 
and  country  families  compelled  to  visit  the  me- 
tropolis for  business  rather  than  amusement. 
The  gasthaus  zu  den  Drei  Kronen  combined 
the  durable  and  rarely  united  advantages  of 
quiet,  cleanliness,  and  cheapness.  No  pon- 
derous eilwagens  crowded  the  grass  grown 
court-yard ;  no  dusty  vans  filled  up  the  gate- 
way ;  no  gaudy  equipages  drove  swiftly  from 
the  door.  Partaking  neither  the  bustle  of  a 
commercial  inn,  nor  the  grandeur  of  a  first- 
rate  hotel,  the  Three  Crowns  was  considered 
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respectable  without  being  costly.  The  apart- 
ments, though  small,  were  neatly  furnished, 
and  scrupulously  clean.  Great  attention  to 
trifles  and  outward  appearances  is  often er  the 
appendages  of  poverty  than  luxury;  thus 
thread-bare  coats  are  brushed  more  frequently 
than  new  ones,  and  time  worn  tables  are 
polished  with  extra  care,  when  newer  articles 
remain  neglected  by  their  rich  and  careless 
owners.  In  the  present  instance  the  snowy 
purity  of  the  scanty  curtains,  and  the  unsullied 
whiteness  of  the  well  washed  drapery,  if  they 
did  not  bear  witness  to  the  extent  of  patron- 
age enjoyed  by  the  establishment,  bespoke 
the  gentle  quality  and  fastidious  taste  of  its 
general  inmates. 

It  was  thither  the  Baron  von  Lindenberg 
had  prudently  conducted  his  daughter,  on 
their  arrival  in  Vienna :  deeming  it  a  suit- 
able asylum   during  the   short  stay  he  medi- 
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tated.  Two  small  rooms,  which  commu- 
nicated by  a  door,  were  selected  for  their 
respective  bed  chambers,  whilst  a  third  of 
larger  dimensions  served  all  the  purposes  of 
saloon  and  dining  parlour; — for  he  did  not  think 
proper  to  expose  Ella's  innocence  and  beauty 
to  the  observation  of  a  public  table;  and 
their  present  situation  precluded  the  possi- 
bility of  courting  the  notice  or  accepting  the 
hospitality  of  former  acquaintance. 

The  first  night  after  a  rapid  and  fatiguing 
journey,  was  past  by  the  Baron  in  a  state  of 
sleepless  anxiety,  as  he  endeavoured  to  ar- 
range his  thoughts,  and  examine  the  circum- 
stances in  which  Leopold  was  placed.  All 
the  difficulty  of  the  case  rose  full  before  him ; 
and  a  busy  succession  of  plans  for  present 
conduct,  balanced  and  opposed  by  hopes 
and  fears  for  the  past  and  future,  were 
alternately   chosen  and  rejected.      Harrassed 
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and  oppressed,  undecided  even  at  this  ad- 
vanced stage  of  the  business  as  to  his  ultimate 
course  of  action,  von  Lindenberg  found  no 
relief.  Moreover,  a  bodily  indisposition 
hitherto  neglected,  had  produced  a  conside- 
rable degree  of  fever,  which,  added  to  mental 
excitement,  effectually  prevented  the  possibility 
of  repose. 

Early  next  morning,  when  Ella  approached 
her  father's  bedside,  to  implore  that  blessing 
which  had  never  yet  been  withheld  or  neglected, 
she  perceived  with  alarm  and  grief,  as  she 
pressed  his  burning  hand,  that  he  was  suffering 
from  illness  \  and  in  a  few  hours  the  Baron's 
indisposition  assumed  a  formidable  aspect.  The 
inflammatory  symptons  could  not  be  allayed, 
and  the  progress  of  a  deep  seated  disease  had 
already  advanced  beyond  the  reach  of  human 
skill,  when  a  medical  attendant  was  hastily 
summoned  to  his  aid. 
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Ella's  agony  of  mind  under  these  fatal  cir- 
cumstances is  not  to  be  described.  Alone, 
without  money,  without  servants,  without 
friends,  she  was  a  desolate  being  in  that  very 
city  where  she  had  until  lately  enjoyed  all  the 
comforts  of  rank,  fortune  and  consideration. 
Unaccustomed  to  the  minute  torments  of  po- 
verty, quickened  by  sickness  and  privation,  she 
knew  nothing  of  those  worldly  arts  of  life 
which  render  adversity  less  oppressive  to  the 
abject  than  to  the  great,  who,  having  once  tasted 
the  luxuries  of  opulence,  are  more  susceptible 
of  feeling  their  loss.  In  the  feudal  solitude  of 
Ereinfels,  she  had  scarcely  discovered  the 
change  wrought  in  the  outward  circumstances 
of  her  family  ;  and  she  still  seemed  to  occupy 
the  same  exalted  station;  for  no  painful  contrasts 
reminded  her  of  the  alteration  which  had  taken 
place.  But  when  brought  again  into  contact 
with  mankind,  the  low,  the  proud,  the  base, 
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the  mercenary  and  the  vulgar,  all  the  bit- 
terness of  her  position  pressed  upon  her,  and 
brought  forward  the  noble  energies  of  her  soul 
under  a  complication  of  affliction. 

For  days  and  nights  she  courageously 
watched  by  her  father's  pillow,  anticipating  his 
every  desire,  with  that  zealous  yet  gentle  acti- 
vity which  calms  the  irritation  of  ill  health, 
and  divests  pain  itself  of  half  its  anguish. 
Ella  seemed  a  ministering  angel ;  her  presence 
inspired  into  the  minds  of  others  a  portion  of 
her  own  devotion ;  and  it  was  impossible  to 
behold  this  young  and  fragile  creature,  bending 
over  the  couch  of  suffering,  fulfilling  with  un- 
shrinking fortitude  all  the  pious  duties  of  filial 
love,  without  being  animated  by  a  sentiment  of 
interest  and  emulation.  Nevertheless,  recoil- 
ing alike  from  observation  and  from  pity,  she 
sought  only  by  her  personal  exertions  to  pre- 
vent her  father  from  feeling  too  keenly  the  ab- 
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sence  of  more  numerous  but  not  more  efficient 
attendants. 

Yet  she  was  not  ungrateful,  no  !  not  even  to 
the  humblest  being.  Her  gentle  soul  melted 
with  tenderness  towards  her  fellow  creatures ; 
but  separated  as  she  now  was  from  her  mother, 
placed  in  a  different  sphere  of  action,  impressed 
with  ideas  appertaining  to  her  previous  station 
in  life,  imbued  with  the  refinement  of  her  pa- 
trician education,  her  prospects  blighted  in 
the  very  spring-tide  of  existence, — all  combined 
to  unfit  her  for  communion  with  the  world,  and 
to  render  its  smiles  and  its  frowns  equally  un- 
important. 

Although  both  the  Baron  and  his  daughter 
were  strangers  to  the  innkeeper's  family,  their 
real  name  and  former  elevation  being  unknown, 
they  received  unceasing  attention  from  every 
member  of  the  establishment ;  for  there  existed 
a  degree  of  courtesy,  of  native  sweetness  blended 
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with  dignity  (the  true  criterion  of  the  soul)  in 
the  general  demeanour  of  von  Lindenberg, 
which  eminently  distinguished  him  from  the 
common  herd ;  and  people  possessing  but  home- 
ly qualifications  themselves  are  nevertheless 
observant  of  the  manners  of  their  superiors; — 
consequently  the  ex-minister,  now  only  known 
by  the  simple  cognomen  of  Herr  Frederic,  had 
not  failed  to  impress  the  lowly  master  of  the 
Drei  Kronen  with  a  vague  sentiment  of  res- 
pect, that  was  wholly  distinct  from  the  sordid 
hope  of  private  advantage. 

The  weary  week,  drawing  to  a  close,  brought 
no  alleviation  to  the  Baron's  sufferings :  he 
was  pronounced  in  imminent  danger.  Ella 
alone  rejected  the  melancholy  prognostics,  and 
clung  with  tenacity  to  the  remote  hope.  She 
had  not  quitted  her  father  since  the  commence- 
ment of  the  fatal  malady,  which  now  threat- 
ened to  terminate  in  speedy  dissolution;  and 
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partaking  neither  of  rest  nor  the  often  proffered 
nourishment  spread  before  her,   she  remained 
the  constant  and  affectionate  guardian  of  his 
dying  bed.      Her  figure,  naturally  slight,  had 
under  accumulated    fatigue    become    worn  to 
meagreness ;    and    the  soft  cheek,    once  deli- 
cately tinged  with  the  hue  of  health,  was  now 
pale  and  sunk  ; — it  bore,  too,  the  trace  of  fre- 
quent   and  bitter  tears;    whilst  her  neglected 
tresses  betrayed  the  mental  anguish  which  pre- 
cluded the  usual  minute  details  of  the  toilet. 
She  was  seated  on  a  low  chair  near  the  half 
extinguished  embers  of  a  fire,  which  already 
had  been  twice  replenished  by  her  own  hands. 
A    wan  and    sickly   light  was  reluctantly  ad- 
mitted through  the  windows ;   for  the  scanty 
curtains  were  pinned  tightly  in  the  centre,  and 
no  sunshine  cheered  the  gloom  of  a  rainy  day. 
As   evening  approached,   the   violent  showers 
that  had  succeeded  each  other  with  little  inter- 
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val  during  the  forenoon,  now  fell  unremittingly, 
and  pattered  against  the  panes  of  glass,  which 
were  occasionally  shaken  to  and  fro  by  the 
wind  that  rushed  up  the  narrow  street, 
swinging  the  ill-suspended  shutters  and  slam- 
ming the  unfastened  doors  of  the  neighbouring 
houses. 

Ella  felt  not  the  pelting  of  the  storm ;  she 
perceived  not  the  torrents  of  rain,  dashing 
against  the  casements,  penetrating  the  small 
interstices,  and  dropping  with  a  heavy  mono- 
tonous sound  on  the  floor.  The  blast  howled 
on  ;  the  fire  was  exhausted ;  and  the  dim  day- 
light faded  away.  At  length  she  slept ;  ex- 
hausted nature  asserted  her  prerogative,  and 
one  chamber  contained  the  dying  father  and 
his  slumbering  child.  But  he  shared  not  the 
benign  repose  which  had  fallen  upon  his 
daughter ;  his  glazed  eyes  yet  endeavoured  to 
distinguish   the   faint  outline  of  her  bending 
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form,  as  he  watched  her  rest  with  melancholy 
satisfaction. 

"  Poor  child  !"  murmured  he,  viewing  the 
constrained  attitude  in  which  she  sat,  her  fair 
forehead  bowed  on  her  open  palms,  her  elbows 
resting  on  a  small  table.  "  Poor  child  !  she  is 
at  peace  !  bright  dreams  gladden  her  imagina- 
tion, from  which  she  will  awake  to  sad  realities. 
At  least  she  feels  not  the  pang  of  our  approach- 
ing separation  :"  and  as  he  mentally  offered  up 
a  prayer  for  her  who  slept  before  him,  his 
thoughts  reverted  to  home,  to  the  faithful 
wife,  that  sweet  and  chastened  spirit  who 
had  embellished  his  prosperity  and  divested 
misfortune  of  its  sharpest  sting.  Yet  in  the 
bitter  hour  of  darkness,  the  hour  of  trial,  she 
was  far  from  him;  she  knew  not  even  the 
danger  that  encompassed  him ;  she  could  nei- 
ther smooth  the  pillow  of  his  death-bed,  nor 
receive  the  last  struggling  sigh  of  mortal  an- 
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guish ;  her  hands  would  not  close  those  eyes 
from  whose  gaze  the  world  was  fast  receding 
into  eternity. 

All  must  fall ;  such  is  the  lot  of  humanity ; 
— yet  the  portion  of  good  and  evil  is  variously 
distributed  on  earth ;  and  even  to  the  end 
suffering  is  differently  and  mercifully  allotted, 
so  that  the  very  presence  and  lamentation  of 
living  friends  in  some  sort  deprive  the  closing 
scene  of  its  harrowing  terrors — the  tears  of 
the  living  seeming  to  form  a  bond  of  union — 
a  silent  covenant  with  the  dead. 

For  this  reason,  the  solitary  bed  of  a  for- 
lorn stranger  imparts  a  more  striking  lesson  to 
the  observer,  than  the  crowded  chamber  of 
affluence ;  and  although  the  bereavement  is 
equally  great  to  all,  it  is  not  equally  felt. 

"  Did  you  speak  ?"  said  Ella  starting  from 
her  uneasy  position,  and  awakening  to  the 
consciousness  of  her  father's  danger. 
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"  I  did  not  mean  to  disturb  you,  my  poor 
girl/'  answered  the  Baron  ;  "  I  only  moved." 

"  Oh  father  I  have  slept — I  have  slept  too 
long !  forgive  me  !  the  neglect  was  uninten- 
tional/' cried  she. 

"  You  were  resting;  that  weary  head  re- 
quires a  better  pillow  than  yonder  hard  table," 
replied  he  in  a  languid  tone ;  "  the  conviction 
of  your  being  free  from  care,  even  for  an  hour, 
was  gratifying  to  your  father.  No  tidings  from 
Ereinfels  ?  from  home  ¥'  added  he,  with  a  deep 
sigh. 

"  None,  but  I  only  wrote  yesterday." 

"  I  remember  now — but  my  memory  is  con- 
fused. It  were  better  not  to  alarm  your  mo- 
ther suddenly.  Poor  Caroline !  she  is  com- 
paratively happy,  for  Leopold  is  with  her  !" 

"  And  Ella  is  with  you,"  interrupted  she, 
approaching  with  noiseless  step. 
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"  Come  nearer,  dearest— for  my  sight  fails 
— and  my  heart  is  sinking  within  me.5' 

"  Shall  I  procure  a  light  ?"  enquired  Ella, 
turning  towards  the  few  smoking  embers  still 
smouldering  on  the  blackened  hearth. 

"  No  !  not  yet — this  gloom  is  salutary ;  it  is 
beneficial  to  the  soul ;  it  excludes  external  ob- 
jects, and  the  searching  mind  then  falls  to  the 
work  of  self-examination.  The  present  dark- 
ness is  only  preparatory  to  that  which  is  to 
come/'  murmured  the  Baron,  in  a  hoarse 
voice.  "  Hark  !"  continued  he,  "  what  sound 
was  that  }" 

"  The  wind,  nothing  but  the  wind,  dearest 
father/'  said  she,  as  a  violent  gust  shook  the 
building. 

"  I  shall  soon  be  far  beyond  the  wrath  of 
the  elements,"  answered  he  5  "  but  you,  my 
gentle  child,    you  will  be  exposed  to  all  the 
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vicissitudes  of  fortune — to  all  the  turmoil,  the 
jarring  interests  and  contentions  of  worldly 
strife.  I  must  part  from  you — part  from  my 
Ella — the  very  thought  unmans  me  ;" — as  he 
spoke  the  Baron  drew  his  hand  across  his 
forehead,  where  the  cold  dews  of  death  were 
fast  gathering. 

"  Think  not  thus,  my  father ; — the  feverish 
symptoms  which  created  so  much  alarm  are 
considerably  abated  ; — your  hand  is  cool — -nay 
it  is  quite  cold,"  and  Ella  pressed  it  reverently 
to  her  lips. 

"  Deceive  not  yourself,  Ella  !  the  awful  mo- 
ment is  not  far  distant  when  I  shall  live  only 
in  the  remembrance  of  my  family." 

"  Say  not  so  !  it  cannot,  must  not  be  !  what 
will  become  of  us  ?  you  are  better,  much  bet- 
ter since  yesterday ; — then  I  might  have  felt 
uneasy;  but  now  this  change,  this  healthful 
chilliness.  ..." 
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a  Listen  to  me  Ella,  for  the  time  is  pre- 
cious,— I  count  each  moment  now,  when  all 
are  numbered.  Think  not  that  I  fear  the 
inevitable  doom  awaiting  me.  Were  it  not 
for  thee,  for  thy  mother,  this  mysterious  tran- 
sition from  pain  and  disease  to  the  disembodied 
glories  of  eternity,  would  lose  its  bitterness. 
It  is  the  pang  of  separation,  the  grief  of  others, 
that  barbs  the  arrow  of  death.  It  is  not  the 
vile  corruption  of  the  flesh — the  surrendering  of 
vitality ; — no,  the  horror  of  dissolution  lies 
not  in  the  last  throes  of  mortal  agony  ;  it  is  the 
anguish  of  the  survivors — the  coming  annihila- 
tion of  the  heart;  for  the  grave  which  closes 
on  the  material  form  engulphs  also  the  affec- 
tions of  the  living/5 

tf  We  will  not  part !"  cried  Ella  throwing 
herself  on  her  knees ;  "  you  will  recover,  or  my 
prayers  are  vain.  Bid  me  not  despair !  already 
you  feel  the  effects  of  the  last  salutary  potion 
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I    administered.     You    are    free    from    pain 
now.5' — 

"  I  am  better — but" — 

"•  God  be  praised !  my  mother  will  be  here 
in  a  few  days. . .  .her  presence  will  cheer  you, 
and  make  you  still  better.  Oh  father,  where- 
fore did  we  leave  her  ?" 

a  A  few  days !  simple  girl !  had  you  said 
hours ....  but  I  must  proceed  while  yet  equal 
to  the  exertion.  Have  you  learned  tidings  of 
Holdenbike — is  he  living  ?" 

"  He  is  !  some  hopes  are  entertained  of  his 
recovery/' 

"  That  is  a  blessing  which  I  scarcely  ven- 
tured to  expect.  It  is  sweet  to  think  my 
Leopold  may  be  spared  the  misery  of  remorse. 
It  is  not  meet  to  repine  at  the  lesser  chastise- 
ments of  heaven,  when  the  greater  dispen- 
sations are  withheld." 
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"  If  it  were  possible  to  approach  the 
Emperor  or  the  Archduke55  —  exclaimed 
Ella. 

"  Hereafter,  the  attempt  might  prove  suc- 
cessful/' sighed  von  Lindenberg.  "  Even  the 
most  inveterate  enemy  of  the  father  might  be 
propitiated  through  the  intercession  of  such 
a  child  as  thee,  my  Ella.  When  I  am  gone, 
remember  that  the  obnoxious  member  of  the 
family  has  ceased  to  exist.  Leopold  may  yet 
reflect  honour  on  our  house.  He  loves  his 
profession,  and  will  grace  it." 

"  Oh  dearest  father,  there  is  hope  and  hap- 
piness yet  in  store.  Banish  this  desponding 
strain,  which  shocks  and  grieves  your  Ella." 

u  Raise  your  thoughts,  child,  above  this 
world  of  trial;  yield  not  to  the  suggestions 
of  hope — still  less  to  those  of  despair.  I  shrink 
not  from  the  swift  approach  of  death ;  I  only 
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fear  the  weakness  of  my  own  heart  and  of 
yours,  my  Ella." 

a  Your  words  are  full  of  sadness,  dear 
father.     Let  us  hope  for  the  future/' 

"  Yes,  hope !  1  bid  you  hope  in  the  all- 
sufficiency  of  divine  Providence.  The  moment 
is  at  hand  when  you  will  find  consolation 
no  where  but  in  that  feeling  of  religious  hope 
which  I  have  sought  to  instil  into  you." 

"  I  never  can  forget  the  divine  precepts 
which  you  and  my  dear  mother  have  so  deeply 
impressed  on  my  heart.  But  oh !  do  not  ask 
me  now  to  exercise  them !"  sobbed  the  trem- 
bling girl. 

"  But  your  mother?"  murmured  von  Lin- 
denberg,  as  if,  in  pity,  to  turn  her  thoughts 
another  way.  "  Will  she  soon  be  here  ?  was 
your  letter  sufficiently  explicit  to  induce  her 
immediate  departure  ?" 

"  I  know  not,  for  I  wrote  in  moments  of 
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conflicting  emotion.  I  told  her  you  were  ill — - 
that  we  were  both  unhappy — but  trusting  the 
crisis  of  your  disorder  would  be  over  ere  the 
news  could  reach  her,  I  feared  to  disturb 
Leopold's  comfort  and  security  at  home.5' 

"  Rightly  judged,"  observed  the  father  :  <. 
"  my  wishes  were  selfish — I  am  glad  you  did 
not  convey  them.  She  will  learn  the  truth 
soon  enough  I" — After  a  pause  he  added 
mournfully — "  You  must  be  dutiful  to  your 
mother  Ella.  But  you  will — I  know  you  will. 
It  is  almost  dark?  tell  me  the  time — is  it  late?" 

She  named  to  him  the  hour,  as  she  inspected 
the  minute  gold  dial-plate  of  an  elegant  Ge- 
neva watch  which  depended  from  her  neck. 
How  often  its  delicate  workmanship  had  in- 
dicated the  blissful  hours  of  bye -gone  days, 
and  warned  the  happy  wearer  of  the  rapid 
approaches  of  expected  felicity  !  how  often  the 
monitory  fingers  had  pointed  out  the  moment 
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of  pleasure,  and  marked  the  process  of  delight  1 
It  now  told  another  tale.  The  fairy  vibrations 
of  the  golden  toy  might  be  mistaken  for  the 
mysterious  movements  of  that  melancholy  and 
unseen  insect  whose  diminutive  and  incompre- 
hensive  industry  is  said  to  be  audible  only  in 
the  chamber  of  death. 

"  The  sand  of  life  is  running  low,"  said  the 
Baron,  attempting  to  raise  himself.  Ella  lifted 
up  the  pillow,  and  assisted  in  placing  her  father 
in  a  more  elevated  position. 

"  In  a  little  while  1  must  relinquish  my 
charge — I  must  leave  you  to  the  dangers  of  the 
world,  and  its  bitter  disappointments,"  added 
von  Lindenberg.  u  Ella,  in  training  your  young 
mind,  my  aim  has  been  rather  to  exalt  your 
soul  above  the  combination  of  events,  than  to 
mould  it  to  an  unworthy  pliancy  to  them ;  I 
sought  that  you  should  look  beyond  circums- 
tances, rather  than  limit  your  contemplative 

VOL.    II.  i 


170  ELLA;     OR 

powers  to  their  irrestible  progress.  It  is  for 
ordinary  persons  to  yield  to  destiny ;  the  great 
and  the  good  should  soar  above  it,  and  view 
each  change  in  the  position  of  things,  as  the 
mere  outward  and  visible  means,  by  which  the 
universal  end  of  providence  is  to  be  attained. 
I  have  not  failed,  my  Ella,  in  my  task ;  I  feel 
that  I  have  not.  You  will  prove — I  know  you 
will — that  my  labours  have  not  been  in  vain  : 
your  conduct  will  be  the  best  testimony  to  the 
memory  of  your  father." 

"  Speak  not  thus/'  interrupted  his  daughter, 
seeking  to  conceal  her  strong  emotion;  u  my 
grief  is  more  than  I  can  bear." 

<e  Your  sorrow,  my  child,  is  natural,  but  it 
is  not  wise ;  you  must  now  employ  that  firm- 
ness of  character  which  I  have  attempted  to 
impart.  Let  it  teach  you  to  submit  to  the 
will  of  heaven — as  I  do."  After  a  pause  of 
seeming   exhaustion,  he  added,  "  You   must 
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comfort  your  mother  with  the  solace  of  your 
affection.  Her  spirit  is  milder  than  yours  ;  she 
will  need  consolation ;  you  must  support  each 
other  through  the  trials  of  life/5 

Ci  Father,  dear  father/5  sobbed  the  weeping 
girl,  bending  anxiously  over  the  hand  she 
clasped  with  fervour  in  her  own,  trying  to  in- 
terrogate the  languid  pulsation,  which  declined 
perceptibly. 

"  Contempt  of  the  world,  indifference  to 
the  favours  or  frowns  of  fortune,  combined 
with  personal  humility,  and  unmurmuring  re- 
signation to  the  decrees  of  the  most  High; 
these  are  the  distinguishing  marks  of  a  rightly 
regulated  mind.  Adhere  to  the  truths  con- 
tained in  yonder  volume/5  added  the  Baron, 
pointing  to  a  Bible,  "  and  I  doubt  not  that 
you  will  be  sustained  until  we  meet  again/' 

After  another  lengthened  pause,  in  which  the 
sobbing  daughter  spoke  not,  the  Baron  pro- 

1   2 
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ceeded  : — "  I  have  now  to  speak  of  Leopold. 
He  is  in  sorrow  and  in  peril.  Be  to  each  other 
as  each  of  you  has  been  to  me  !  I  bequeath  my 
children  to  one  another.  The  mission  which 
brought  us  thither  remains  yet  unfulfilled. 
Let  not  the  tumult  of  uncontrollable  grief  im- 
pede your  endeavours  in  favour  of  your  brother. 
But  the  protection  and  sanction  of  a  parent  is 
necessary,  ere  you  step  forward  in  a  task  of 
such  vital  import  to  yourself  and  family.  You 
must  abide  by  the  counsel  and  assistance  of 
your  dear  and  valued  mother — you  must  await 
her  coming/'  Again  the  Baron  paused,  and 
seemed  shaken  with  a  strong  emotion. 

"  There  is  yet  another  subject  near  to  both 
our  hearts,"  he  continued  :  "  I  mean  Albert 
Rosendahl.  As  you  revere  the  memory  of  your 
father,  conquer  your  attachment  towards  a  man 
who  has  not  proved  worthy  of  it.  Promise 
that  you  will  never  renew  an  intimacy   fraught 


THE    EMPERORS    SON.  173 

with  danger  to  your  honour  and  your  serenity 
of  mind.  A  time  may  come  when  you  may  be 
hailed  as  the  proud  and  virtuous  bride  of  a  de- 
serving husband.  Let  not  the  too  often  re- 
membered image  of  your  first  love  obscure  the 
bright  prospects  of  a  hallowed  union  !  Should 
you  be  fated  to  assume  the  sacred  character  of 
a  wife,  let  your  soul,  purified  by  misfortune, 
glow  with  a  holier  and  less  consuming  flame 
than  the  scathing  fire  of  unrequited  love/' — • 
After  another  momentary  pause  he  added : — 
"  Remember  my  last,  my  dying  injunctions  !" 

Ella  replied  not,  but  she  mentally  vowed 
obedience  to  the  devoted  parent  who  thus  de- 
dicated the  few  remaining  hours  of  his  existence 
to  the  guidance  of  her  future  conduct. 

"  Now  Ella,"  resumed  von  Lindenberg  after 
a  long  pause,  and  with  more  calmness,  "  we 
will  have  done  with  mere  worldly  matters. 
Bring  hither  the  lamp,  and  read  aloud  to  me 
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those  selections  from  Holy  Writ  that  have  so 
often  charmed  the  busy  hours  of  life,  even 
while  they  pointed  at  its  parting  moments." 

The  maiden  gently  withdrew  from  the  bed- 
side, and  with  some  difficulty  kindled  a  light, 
which  she  placed  on  a  small  table,  wheeling  it 
carefully  close  to  the  bed  of  the  dying  man. 
She  then  took  a  large  and  richly  mounted  tes- 
tament from  the  case  in  which  it  was  depo- 
sited, laid  it  open  before  her,  and  read. 

As  the  night  advanced  so  the  storm  gra- 
dually subsided,  and  as  she  read  on  with  soft 
but  distinct  articulation,  the  loud  wailing  of  the 
blast  ceased  to  interrupt  her  pious  task.  Di- 
rected in  her  selection  by  the  marginal  pencil 
marks  indicating  the  favourite  passages  of  her 
beloved  parent,  she  continued  her  occupation 
for  some  time,  which  was  only  occasionally  sus- 
pended by  the  signs  of  evidently  increasing 
weakness   shewn  by    von    Lindenberg.      She 
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perceived  with  terror  that  his  fine  voice  be- 
came fainter  and  fainter — that  his  lips  moved, 
but  the  sound  reached  not  the  sense.  At  length 
his  eye-lids  closed  in  placid  slumber,  and  Ella 
hoped,  though  she  could  not  believe,  that  he 
might  derive  some  benefit  from  the  calm  re- 
pose into  which  he  was  rapidly  sinking  : — for  in 
spite  of  the  fearful  alteration  perceptible  on 
his  features,  she  still  nourished  a  wild  and 
flattering  dream  of  possible  recovery ; — uncer- 
tainty with  her  still  bore  a  resemblance  to  hope. 
Shading  the  lamp  with  her  hand,  so  as  to 
screen  the  sleeper  from  its  light,  she  retired  to 
some  distance.  The  wind  was  hushed;  the 
rain  no  longer  beat  in  torrents  against  the  win- 
dows ;  one  by  one  the  heavy  clouds  had  past 
away,  and  the  brightly  studded  firmament 
shone  forth  in  unveiled  splendour. 

Ella  knelt  in  frequent    prayer  during    that 
long  night  of  suffering,  and  fearlessly  watched 
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by  the  sick  bed  of  her  father,  unscared  by  the 
near  approach  of  that  mysterious  disunion  which 
separates  the  celestial  spirit  from  the  form  in 
which  we  have  learnt  to  love  and  cherish  its 
excellencies. 

At  length  the  grey  twilight  of  the  morning 
began  to  streak  the  horizon ;  the  chirping  and 
twittering  of  the  birds  proclaimed  approaching 
day.  Her  father  still  slept;  he  spoke  not;  he 
moved  not.  She  slowly  moved  the  lamp  whose 
feeble  radiance  struggled  with  the  coming 
brightness.  She  beheld  the  Baron,  extended 
in  the  same  position  in  which  she  had  last 
looked  upon  him.  His  features  were  colourless — 
his  lips  apart.  She  listened  ; — no  heavy  breath 
or  deep  drawn  sigh  could  be  detected,  even  by 
the  acute  sense  of  filial  love.  She  came  still 
nearer — she  touched  him — he  was  quite  cold. 
The  lamp  fell  in  fragments  on  the  floor,  as  Ella 
discovered  that  she  was  alone— with  the  Dead! 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

No  future  hour  can  rend  my  heart  like  this, 
Save  that  which  breaks  it. 

Maturin's  Bertram. 

We  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow  j 
But  we  wistfully  gazed  on  the  face  of  the  dead, 
And  we  bitterly  thought  on  the  morrow. 

Elegy. 

The  prudent  landlord  of  the  Drei  Kronen, 
and  his  thrifty  helpmate,  rose  with  the  ear- 
liest dawn.  Already  the  few  well  disciplined 
attendants  who  were  selected  to  discharge  the 
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humbler  duties  of  the  establishment,  thronged 
to  the  business  of  scrubbing,  cleansing,  and 
sweeping  up  the  accumulations  of  the  pre- 
ceding day.  All  seemed  on  the  alert ;  the  neat 
wooden  shutters,  of  a  bright  green,  were  un- 
closed, and  secured  back  against  the  white- 
washed walls  of  the  building,  whilst  the  sashes 
and  casements  of  each  lower  apartment,  judi- 
ciously thrown  open,  allowed  the  egress  of  dust 
and  the  free  admission  of  fresh  air.  Brooms 
and  brushes  were  in  full  requisition,  and  if  the 
hotel  did  not  display  much  bustle,  at  least  it 
presented  an  appearance  of  industrious  activity. 
The  cook  was  in  fact  the  only  laggard  on  the 
occasion.  The  office  partook  somewhat  of  the 
nature  of  a  sinecure ; — his  culinary  functions 
being  limited  to  the  preparation  of  the  noon- 
tide repast,  which,  boasting  neither  superior 
flavour  nor  great  variety  of  viands,  did  not  call 
forth  the  exercise  of  any  particular  excellence 
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or  ingenuity  on  the  part  of  the  artiste  em- 
ployed at  the  Three  Crowns ; — so  there  he  stood 
in  the  door  way,  intent  on  nothingness,  his 
cotton   night   cap   raised   on   one  side  of  his 
powdered  head,  from  whence  a  mass  of  coarse 
hair  protruded,  in  a  very  dishevelled  condition. 
A  striped  calico  jacket,  which  evidently  only 
kept  up  a  very  casual  acquaintance  with  the 
laundress,  short  knee  breeches,  and  stockings 
which  had  been  white  on  the  preceding  week, 
completed  the  attire  of  this  important  person- 
age -,  and  a  linen  apron  rolled  round  his  capa- 
cious waist,  served  as  a  badge  indicative  of  his 
gastronomical  calling.  His  hands,  unwashed  and 
unoccupied,  were    carelessly   thrust    into    his 
pockets ;  whilst,  as  if  to  add  a  graceful  finish  to 
the  picture,  a  huge  pipe,  of  meershaum  elabo- 
rately mounted,  depended  from  his  lips,  emitting 
frequent  whiffs  of  the  aromatic  weed  which  the 
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phlegmatic  German  inhaled  with  a  satisfactory 
share  of  self  consequence. 

The  public  saal  of  the  gasthaus  was  in  one 
course  of  preparation  for  the  reception  of  its 
frequenters.  The  newly  swept  floor  was  sprin- 
kled with  fine  white  sand,  a  large  black  stove 
in  the  centre  was  roaring  and  cracking,  red 
hot  with  the  kindling  fuel  within.  Sundry  small 
marble  tables  were  neatly  spread  with  cups  and 
saucers  of  Dresden  porcelain,  delicately  edged 
with  the  narrowest  thread  of  gold. 

The  vigilant  hostess  of  the  Drei  Kronen  had 
already  given  the  finishing  stroke  to  the  well 
folded  napkins  which  graced  each  breakfast- 
plate  of  the  saal,  and  had  cast  a  lingering 
glance  of  complacency  on  the  tasteful  deco- 
ration of  her  refectory,  when  the  attention  and 
curiosity  of  the 'household  were  excited  by  the 
sudden  arrival  of  a  travelling  carriage,  literally 
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encrusted  with  mud,  which  permitted  neither 
its  original  colour,  nor  the  armorial  bearings 
emblazoned  on  the  panel,  to  be  discovered. 
The  post  horses  were  fagged  and  covered  with 
foam ;  the  postillions  looked  weary  and  weather 
beaten ;  and  the  whole  equipage  bore  the  ap- 
pearance of  having  accomplished  a  long  jour- 
ney. A  dragoon  officer  in  a  spattered  uniform 
first  alighted,  and  presented  his  arm  to  a  lady, 
who  stepped  forth  from  the  vehicle,  closely 
veiled;  the  officer  escorted  her  into  the  saal, 
where  they  conferred  for  a  few  minutes  in  an 
under  tone;  then,  soliciting  permission  to  re- 
turn on  the  following  day,  to  receive  further 
commands,  the  officer  bowed  with  every  de- 
monstration of  respect,  took  his  leave,  and 
re-entered  the  carriage,  that  whirled  from  the 
door  at  full  speed. 

"  Do   you   know   if  Herr   Frederic   or  his 
daughter  have  risen }"  inquired  the  stranger, 
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in  a  bland  tone,  which  at  once  elicted  both  a 
reply  and  a  courteous  greeting  from  the 
hostess. 

"  Indeed,  madam,"  quoth  she,  "  it  is  early 
to  disturb  either  of  them ;  and  since  the  gen- 
tleman has  been  ill  I  feel  loth  to  intrude 
upon  their  privacy,  excepting  when  my  services 
are  expressly  required." 

"  111 !"  echoed  the  Baroness — for  she  it  was 
who  spoke;  "has  Herr  Frederic  been  ill?" 
added  she,  in  an  agitated  tone,  and  leaning  for 
support  against  a  table. 

"  He  has  indeed,  poor  gentleman,  for  many 
days ;  and  last  evening  his  recovery  was  past 
hope." 

e:  Good  God!"  exclaimed  the  heart-stricken 
lady,  gasping  for  breath,  as  she  sank  on  a  seat 
which  was  kindly  proffered  by  the  landlady. 

"  I  do  not  know  but  he  may  be  a  little 
better  this  morning,"  returned  the  latter  with 
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a  soothing  voice,  evidently  intended  to  convey 
consolation.  "  As  yet  I  have  not  ventured  to 
make  any  inquiry;  for  mademoiselle  had  re- 
solved to  sit  up  the  whole  night,  and  declined 
the  assistance  of  a  nurse ;  so  I  concluded  that 
she  would  naturally  want  rest  after  the  exer- 
tion." 

u  Oh  my  Frederic  \"  faultered  Madame  von 
Lindenberg,  struggling  to  overcome  the  weak- 
ness that  almost  deprived  her  of  motion. 
"  Where  is  he  ?  bring  me  to  him." — 

"  Pray  wait  a  few  minutes,"  interrupted  the 
hostess  respectfully,  as  the  Baroness  moved 
towards  the  staircase  with  uncertain  pace.  "  It 
would  be  a  pity  to  wake  mademoiselle  if  she 
has  fallen  asleep.  Besides, — the  sudden  sur- 
prize might  be  prejudicial  to  the  invalid.  Will 
you  not  take  some  refreshment  first  ? — Mean- 
while I  shall  go  and  prepare  them  for  the 
reception  of  a  stranger." 
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"  Stranger!''  repeated  the  Baroness,  who 
had  listened  mechanically  to  the  mistress  of 
the  Three  Crowns.  "  I  am  no  stranger — I  am 
his  wife.  Conduct  me  to  his  sick  bed,  I  con- 
jure you,"  cried  she,  clasping  her  hands  with  a 
look  of  supplication  that  produced  an  imme- 
diate effect  upon  the  landlady,  who  proceeded 
accordingly  to  shew  her  to  the  chamber  occu- 
pied by  the  patient. 

As  the  door  was  cautiously  opened,  the  first 
object  that  met  the  mother's  anxious  sight  was 
Ella  kneeling.  The  bible  lay  open  before  her ; 
and  the  morning  sun  streamed  full  on  the  holy 
book,  as  if  the  rays  of  heaven  were  concen- 
trated on  the  promises  contained  therein.  A 
halo  of  light  seemed  gathered  round  that  plead- 
ing figure,  and  gave  it  the  semblance  of  a 
bright  vision,  just  emanating  from  the  skies, 
rather  than  of  a  suffering  mortal  seeking  by 
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pious  aspirations  to  obtain  a  portion  of  that 
glory  offered  unto  all. 

But  Ella  had  ceased  to  read  or  to  contem- 
plate the  words  of  truth  and  consolation  writ- 
ten in  the  sacred  volume.  The  extacy  of  grief 
had  almost  deprived  her  of  the  power  of  per- 
ception. Her  dim  sight  vainly  sought  to  de- 
cipher the  precious  characters,  and  was  now 
rivetted  on  vacancy.  A  suppressed  sob, 
which  broke  from  her  at  intervals,  alone  in- 
dicated that  she  retained  a  consciousness  of 
misery. 

"  My  child  ¥'  gently  articulated  the  Ba- 
roness, advancing  with  trembling  steps ; — but 
Ella  moved  not,  heard  not,  saw  not.  "  Does 
your  father  sleep  ?"  continued  she. 

"  Father?  father!"  exclaimed  the  maiden, 
starting  from  her  statue-like  attitude,  "  I  have 
none  I" 
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All  was  silent  again — not  a  sigh,  not  a  moan, 
not  a  sound  disturbed  the  stillness  that  reigned 
in  the  chamber  of  death. 

The  busy  hostess,  who  had  lingered  on  the 
threshold,  from  mingled  feelings  of  curiosity 
and  compassion,  quietly  approached  the  bed, 
drew  aside  the  closed  curtains,  and  beheld 
what  once  was  animated  by  the  soul  of  von 
Lindenberg.  The  aspect  of  death  imparts  a 
sentiment  of  indescribable  awe,  of  which  even 
the  least  imaginative  are  not  entirely  divested. 
The  cold,  the  thoughtless,  and  the  worldly  are 
equally  impressed  with  the  unspeakable  ma- 
jesty of  death,  and  for  a  brief  space  will  turn 
from  the  endless  consideration  of  selfish  in- 
terests, as  the  solemn  truth  enforces  its  sad 
conviction  upon  them. 

The  honest,  but  somewhat  obtuse  feelings 
of  the  innkeeper's  spouse  were  not  in  general 
easily  penetrated  or  moved  : — a  display  of  sen- 
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sibility,  an  explosion  of  sorrow,  would  only- 
have  elicited  an  expression  of  regret,  or  per- 
haps a  prudent  admonition  as  to  the  useless- 
ness  of  its  indulgence  ;<—  but  the  mute  scene 
of  desolation  to  which  she  now  was  an  un- 
heeded witness,  could  not  be  withstood. 
Subdued  by  emotions  to  which  she  had 
hitherto  been  unaccustomed,  tears  of  genuine 
sympathy  trickled  down  her  ruddy  cheeks. 

The  widowed  wife,  the  agonized  mother, 
found  no  language  to  express  the  poignancy 
of  woe.  She  sate  in  the  chamber  recently 
occupied  by  her  living  husband,  and  now 
tenanted  by  his  cold  remains.  The  glass  yet 
containing  a  small  portion  of  the  last  cordial 
administered  to  his  dying  lips  stood  untouched ; 
he  had  not  lived  to  drain  the  salutary  draught. 
The  clothes  he  last  had  worn  were  lying  neatly 
folded  on  a  chair,  and  the  soft  silken  dressing- 
gown  which  Ella  had  so  carefully  wrapt  around 
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his  quivering  limbs  on  the  preceding  evening, 
hung  loosely  against  the  wall,  its  ample  folds 
mocking  the  eye  of  affection  with  a  vain  illu- 
sion. 

A  deep  convulsive  moan  at  length  relieved 
the  oppressed  bosom  of  Madame  von  Linden- 
berg,  as  she  took  the  thin  hand  of  Ella,  and 
clasped  it  tenderly  within  her  own.  "  Poor 
child !"  exclaimed  she,  separating  the  long 
damp  hair  which  fell  loosely  on  her  daughter's 
pale  forehead,  and  smoothing  back  the  once 
shining  braids  upon  her  brow.  "  Poor  child  ! 
thou  hast  suffered  much  since  we  parted.  In 
future  we  will  share  our  misery.  Why  did  I 
consent  to  this  fatal  journey  ?  had  ye  remained 
at  Ereinfels,  he  might  yet  have  been  spared  to 
us."  As  she  spoke,  both  slowly  turned  towards 
the  couch  where  the  body  of  the  Baron  lay. 
His  features  were  not  yet  impressed  with  that 
cold  relentless  rigidity  by  which  the  fell  des- 
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troyer  eventually  marks  his  prey.  The  eyes 
seemed  closed,  but  not  sealed,  by  death.  The 
mouth,  slightly  open,  had  not  sustained  that 
ghastly  contraction  of  the  muscles  which  ap- 
pears to  deride  suffering  humanity  by  a  wither- 
ing smile  j — as  if  triumphant  in  recent  eman- 
cipation from  all  earthly  trammels.  The 
lineaments,  faded  and  sharpened  by  sickness, 
still  retained  the  serene  and  benevolent  ex- 
pression that  during  life  had  formed  their  most 
prominent  characteristic. 

Linked  in  each  others  arms,  the  mother  and 
daughter  knelt  down  beside  the  relics  of  him 
who  had  been  all  to  them.  Grief,  hitherto 
mute  from  its  excess,  at  length  found  utte- 
rance ;  nature  reasserted  her  sacred  preroga- 
tive; tears,  beneficial  healing  tears,  flowed 
fast  and  frequent ;  and  the  bereaved  mourners 
fully  indulged  in  the  plenitude  of  woe. 

Oh  there   is   consolation,  there    is   bliss  in 
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tears ! — The  heart  would  break,  would  con- 
sume itself,  were  it  not  for  the  solace  afforded 
by  tears — the  morning  dew  of  early  sorrow. 
The  palpitating  breast  and  fevered  brow,  the 
aching  brain  and  scorched  eyelid,  could  not 
long  be  endured  by  the  sternest  spirit ;  a  soul 
of  adamant  would  crumble  under  the  dry-rot 
of  the  affections;  but  the  weeping  sufferer 
finds,  in  the  bitter  luxury  of  passion,  security 
against  its  corroding  ravages. 

The  kindly  hostess,  who  had  viewed  the 
scene  in  silence,  retreated  unobserved  from  the 
chamber,  applying  the  corner  of  her  white 
apron  to  her  face.  She  instantly  summoned 
her  husband,  and  proceeded  to  acquaint  him 
with  the  melancholy  particulars  of  von  Lin- 
denberg's  decease. 

"  Oh  Carl,  Carl !"  cried  she,  addressing  her 
astonished  spouse,  who  gazed  in  wonderment 
at  the  unusual  tokens  of  sensibility  which  were 
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rapidly  coursing  down  her  cheeks—"  oh  Carl !" 
cried  she,  as  the  intervals  of  sobbing  allowed 
her  to  articulate — "  I  never  witnessed  such  a 
heart-rending  sight !  poor  mademoiselle !  she 
seemed  like  a  statue.     What  shall  we  do  }" 

"  What  should  we  do  ?  we  cannot  restore 
the  dead  to  life.  The  doctor  told  me  there 
was  no  hope ;  and  neither  Herr  Frederic  nor 
his  daughter  have  wanted  for  anything  this 
house  could  afford/'  observed  the  landlord  of 
the  Drei  Kronen,  in  a  pompous  self-satisfied 
tone,  which  in  a  certain  class  of  individuals 
denotes  that  they  have  done  all  they  deem 
needful. 

"  My  Carl,  he  is  dead  I  tell  you ;  he  must 
have  died  in  the  night,  during  that  dreadful 
storm.  The  poor  girl  was  sitting  up  with  him 
alone.  It  was  enough  to  kill  her,"  exclaimed 
the  hostess. 

"  She  did  not  alarm  the  house,"  observed 
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Carl  gravely ;  "  that  was  very  considerate  of 
her.  But  I  fear  she  must  have  had  a  wretched 
time  of  it — such  a  tempest  that  it  was  impos- 
sible to  sleep,  with  the  howling  wind  and 
beating  rain.  So  she  was  staying  there,  watch- 
ing a  dying  man  ?" 

"  It  was  very  courageous.  I  offered  to  get 
a  nurse  or  some  person  to  keep  her  company, 
but  she  declined  it  very  mildly ;  yet  I  found  it 
impossible  to  urge  the  point/'  continued  the 
wife. 

"  Poor  young  lady !  I  suppose  she  has 
friends  or  connexions,  for  her  manners  would 
grace  an  archduchess,"  remarked  Carl.  "  I 
never  could  resist  that  smile  of  hers,  so  per- 
suasive and  yet  so  sad ;  just  as  if  she  wished 
to  shew  that  she  was  not  unmindful  of  our  at- 
tentions, and  yet  was  too  unhappy  to  express 
her  meaning  by  words.  But  should  she  turn 
out  to  be  utterly  friendless  and  homeless,  what 
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are  we  to  do  ?"  prudentially  inquired  the  master 
of  the  inn. 

"  Her  mother  is  come ;  the  lady  who  drove 
up  in  the  travelling  carriage  is  apparently  the 
wife  of  Herr  Frederic;  for  she  asked  to  be 
shewn  into  his  apartment.  As  it  was  so  very 
early,  I  tried  to  dissuade  her ;  but  she  seemed 
anxious,  and  implored  me  not  to  detain  her ;  so 
I  conducted  her  up  stairs.  When  we  entered, 
Mademoiselle  was  on  her  knees  praying ;  and 
as  the  lady  spoke  to  her,  such  a  scream  of 
agony  burst  from  her  that  it  would  have  melted 
a  stone.3' 

"  So  her  mother  is  with  her— that  is  a  com- 
fort,"— answered  Carl,  relieved  from  a  burden 
of  expected  obligation. 

"  Oh  yes,"  resumed  his  helpmate,  rendered 
almost  eloquent  from  feeling,  "  they  are  now 
together.  Such  a  meeting !  I  thought  my 
heart  would  have  burst,  as  I  saw  them  clasped 
in  each  others  arms.     Then  both  stood  by  the 
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bed  where  Herr  Frederic  was  stretched — oh  it 
was  awful — the  corpse  looked  so  placid  and 
composed — all  seemed  so  still— even  the  sounds 
of  grief  were  hushed — they  bent  over  him  in 
silent  prayer — at  length  they  wept — then  I  stole 
away  for  I  knew  that  if  they  could  weep  to- 
gether undisturbed  they  would  comfort  each 
other  afterwards." 

"  But  what  are  we  to  do  with  them?"  mused 
the  host,  partly  to  himself;  for  worldly  con- 
sideration had  more  weight  with  him  than  with 
his  sensitive  partner. 

"  I  have  just  thought,"  said  the  worthy  ma- 
tron, "  that  we  must  accommodate  them  with 
another  chamber ;  and  I  have  pitched  upon  the 
pretty  cheerful  room  with  a  balcony  looking 
upon  the  garden.  It  is  retired  from  the  street, 
and  quite  removed  from  the  rest  of  the  lodgers; 
so  they  will  be  more  at  ease  there," — cried  she 
in  a  voice  that  rose  far  above  the  previous  sub- 
dued key  of  conjugal  expostulation,  and  which 


THE  EMPEROR'S  SON.  195 

was  addressed  to  the  well-trained  ear  of  her 
principal  earner  era  ;  u  get  a  fire  put  into  No.  9 
and  let  the  bed  be  well  aired.  I  will  look  to 
that  myself  however,"  added  she  apart ;  "  and 
give  the  furniture  an  extra  polish,"  continued 
she  in  the  same  elevated  strain. 

"  Certainly  wife,  I  agree  with  you/'  replied 
the  master,  whose  authority  existed  more  in 
appearance  than  in  fact ;  "  I  perfectly  agree  in 
your  suggestions ;  we  must  do  our  best  for 
these  poor  ladies  in  their  affliction,  and  I  do 
not  think  we  can  lose  much  by  a  little  kind- 
ness. They  are  evidently  of  high  degree,"  ob- 
served he. 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  Carl,"  cried  his  help- 
mate bridling;  "  you  have  no  penetration. 
But  be  that  as  it  may,  you  shall  not  be  a  loser, 
I'll  answer  for  it.  Besides,  I  am  ashamed  of 
your  sordid  notions." 

"  Sordid!"  interrupted  the  good  man,  hurt  at 
the  construction  she  had  put  upon  his  words. 
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"  All  I  can  say  is,  make  them  comfortable — 
give  them  the  best  of  every  thing — and  if  our 
bill  is  not  paid  in  the  end,  why  the  kindness 
on  our  part  will  be  the  more  disinterested." 

The  worthy  proprietors  of  the  Drei  Kronen 
now  separated,  following  their  respective  avo- 
cations. 

Some  days  after,  a  funeral  train  was  seen 
slowly  issuing  from  the  Three  Crowns.  No  pro- 
cessional pomp,  no  ostentatious  display,  marked 
its  decent  progress.  A  cavalry  officer,  and  the 
landlord  of  the  inn,  accompanied  the  corpse  of 
von  Lindenberg  to  its  last  resting  place.  No 
monument  was  raised  to  commemorate  the 
event  which  deprived  the  nation  -of  a  benefactor 
and  a  family  of  a  father ;  no  epitaph  bespoke 
his  virtues  or  his  talents ;  they  were  enshrined 
in  the  memory7  of  his  children,  and  engraven 
on  the  hearts  of  a  people. 


THE    EMPEROR^    SON.  Wj 


CHAPTER    IX. 

In  life  how  weak,  how  hapless  is  a  woman ! 

Soon  hurt ;  in  happiness  itself  unsafe, 

And  often  wounded  while  she  plucks  the  rose ;— * 

So  properly  the  object  of  affliction, 

That  heaven  is  pleased  to  make  distress  become  her, 

And  dresses  her  most  amiably  in  tears. 

Young. 

In  a  remote  angle  of  the  Palace  of  Schon- 
brunn,  at  some  distance  from  the  state  apart- 
ments, exists  a  small  cabinet,  richly  adorned 
with  valuable  paintings,  and  other  rare  works 
of  art.  This  apartment  is  admirably  adapted 
for  purposes  of  study  and  retirement;  and  it 
became  a  favourite  retreat  with  the  Arch- 
duchess Maria  Louisa,  when  she  occasionally 
visited  Vienna,  from  motives  either  of  filial 
duty,  or  maternal  affection. 
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It  was  here  also  that  Napoleon  Bonaparte 
had  passed  many  hours  of  anxious  thought 
and  vast  speculation;  it  was  here  that  he  had 
planned  those  mighty  projects  which  at  one 
period  promised  to  realise  the  wild  aspirations 
of  his  ambitious  soul,  and  place  the  sceptre  of 
the  north  within  his  reach.  It  was  here  that 
he  had  written  and  dictated  official  despatches 
which  carried  the  seeds  of  success  to  the  very 
outposts  of  his  advancing  armies,  or  bore  tid- 
ings of  glory  to  the  impatient  hearts  of  his 
restless  subjects.  It  was  from  hence  that  the 
self-created  Potentate  issued  those  stern  de- 
crees, those  mandates  of  fate,  which  shook  the 
political  fabric  of  Europe  to  its  foundation. 
Those  triumphant  visions,  those  blood-stained 
dreams  of  universal  empire,  were  only  super- 
seded by  another  image,  which  for  a  season 
rivalled  the  work  of  warfare.  A  beautiful 
portrait  of  the  young  Archduchess  seemed 
to  smile  upon  his  gigantic  conceptions.     The 
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destinies  of  the  world  were  thus  suspended  as 
it  were  by  the  sight  of  a  picture  which,  it  is 
said,  first  suggested  the  idea  of  a  matrimonial 
alliance  with  the  house  of  Austria. 

At  the  period  to  which  our  history  refers, 
the  resemblance  of  this  painting  was  still  re- 
markable. It  had  been  taken  at  that  blooming 
period  of  life  when  the  female  form  and  face 
have  attained  sufficient  maturity  to  escape  the 
imputation  of  girlhood,  without  precluding  the 
expectancy  of  future  improvement;  and  of  all 
eras  in  the  calendar  of  beauty,  this  is  decid- 
edly the  most  seductive;  the  imagination 
being  still  free  to  indulge  the  delightful  pri- 
vilege of  conjecture,  whilst  the  senses  remain 
charmed  with  the  aspect  of  actual  loveliness. 

Twenty  years  had  elapsed — twenty  years  had 
passed  over  that  radiant  brow,  which  sank  not 
under  the  pressure  of  an  iron  crown ;  and  as 
the  Ex-Empress  now  sat  opposite  her  own 
likeness,  she  raised  her  head  from  the  book 
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she  was  reading,  and  gazed  wistfully  upon  the 
picture.  Twenty  years  of  existence,  of 
feeling,  of  events  had  rolled  away ;  twenty 
years  of  history  were  added  to  the  past;  yet 
Maria  Louisa  was  little  altered :  time  had 
scarcely  impaired  the  mild  lustre  of  her  full 
blue  eyes;  her  sunny  hair  retained  all  the 
luxuriance  for  which  it  had  ever  been  admired; 
and  her  matchless  complexion,  the  most  fragile 
of  all  gifts,  had  lost  but  little  of  its  softness. 
The  round  perfection  of  womanhood  it  is  true 
rendered  her  swan-like  form  less  delicate  in 
its  symmetrical  proportions ;  but  it  had  also 
imparted  an  air  of  majesty  to  her  deportment. 
The  widow  of  Bonaparte  was  still  exceedingly 
captivating,  and  the  shade  of  melancholy  that 
was  impressed  on  her  countenance  was  not 
devoid  of  grace.  At  the  moment  we  speak  of 
she  had  been  weeping: — the  trace  of  recent 
tears  was  wet  upon  her  cheek;  for  she  had 
lately  quitted  the  sick  couch  of  her  only  child. 
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It  would  indeed  be  difficult  to  analyse  the 
varied  thoughts  which  occupied  her  at  this 
moment.  Perhaps  fancy,  busy  with  the  past, 
had  invoked  the  recollection  of  him  who  once 
had  tenanted  that  chamber,  and  memory,  like 
a  truant,  had  wandered  back  to  those  brief 
days  of  early  happiness  when  the  name  of  wife 
and  mother  had  first  greeted  her. 

A  gentle  knock  interrupted  the  train  of  pen- 
sive meditation,  and  as  the  door  slowly  opened, 
a  man,  past  the  prime  of  life,  bowed  respect- 
fully to  the  Imperial  lady.  He  stood  for  a 
moment  on  the  threshold,  hesitating  ere  he 
advanced,  as  if  waiting  permission  to  intrude 
further  on  the  privacy  of  the  Princess.  The 
stranger  was  of  elevated  stature,  and  finely 
formed ;  his  figure  bespoke  muscular  strength, 
whilst  his  attitudes  evinced  that  the  habit  of 
command  was  familiar  to  him,  and  his  general 
aspect  retained  sufficient  vestiges  of  manly 
beauty  to  shew  that  he  had  been  remarkably 
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handsome.  His  head  was  nobly  cast,  and 
finely  placed  upon  his  shoulders.  The  small 
quantity  of  hair  that  gathered  round  his  tem- 
ples had  been  dark,  but  was  now  profusely 
sprinkled  with  grey.  His  brow,  though  lofty, 
was  slightly  knit, — which  gave  an  expression  of 
sternness  to  a  countenance  that  otherwise 
beamed  with  intellect  and  dignity.  Strong 
lines  of  care  intersected  his  features ;  his  eyes, 
deep  set  and  unquiet,  were  of  that  indefinite 
hue  which,  camelion-like,  partakes  of  all  in 
turn,  reflecting  back  the  shade  of  every  passing 
thought,  rather  than  possessing  any  particular 
colour  of  their  own.  His  mouth  was  decided ; 
but  the  firm  upper  lip  was  partly  concealed  by 
a  thick  moustache,  which  in  a  great  degree 
disguised  its  true  character.  A  smile  rarely 
but  sometimes  revealed  a  beautiful  set  of  teeth  3 
but  the  smile  was  unsatisfactory — a  kind  of 
mechanical  contraction  of  the  muscles — creat- 
ing a  doubt  in  the  mind  of  the  beholder  as  to 
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the  real  cause  which  might  have  produced  it : 
— like  those  transient  sunbeams,  struggling 
through  thunder  clouds,  which  fall  upon  us  in 
the  midst  of  showers,  it  was  brief  as  it  was 
unexpected — too  bright  to  last,  yet  evidently 
not  the  result  of  internal  cheerfulness :  it  was 
the  flash  of  a  momentary  emotion,  which  illu- 
mined in  its  transitory  progress  the  deeper 
shades  of  character.  In  short,  the  general  as- 
pect of  the  Prince  di  Corsini  conveyed  a  sen- 
timent of  awe,  which  contrasted  singularly  with 
his  customary  elegance  of  manner. 

a  I  came,"  said  he,  speaking  Italian,  as  the 
soft  voice  of  Maria  Louisa  bade  him  approach, 
"  I  came  to  congratulate  your  Imperial  Highness 
on  the  important  change  which  is  lately  mani- 
fested in  the  health  of  the  Duke  of  Reichstadt. 
Considerable  amendment  seems  to  have  taken 
place." 

"  Thank  you,  Prince.  The  interest  you 
evince  proceeds,  I  believe,  from  a  purer  source 
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than  the  usual  courtly  felicitations  with  which 
I  am  greeted,'*  replied  the  Duchess  languidly. 

"  A  soldier  is  not  accustomed  to  disguise 
his  feelings/'  observed  he  stepping  forward  and 
bending  one  knee ;  u  may  your  Highness  never 
find  a  less  attached  servant  than  myself  l" 

"  The  atmosphere  of  the  palace  is  conta- 
gious I  perceive,"  said  the  lady  with  a  low 
sigh.  "  Flattery  is  the  language  to  which  I 
am  eternally  doomed; — flattering  hopes,  flat- 
tering assurances,  flattering  looks.  The  hu- 
man countenance  seems  leagued  against  me; 
and  when  I  seek  for  sympathy,  I  only  find 
deceptive  kindness,  delusive  smiles,  to  cheat 
the  sorrow  which  they  cannot  cure." 

"  My  presence  is  perhaps  ill-timed;  but  I 
had  hoped  this  offering  might  have  been 
propitious :" — as  he  spoke  di  Corsini  laid  a 
bouquet  of  rare  flowers  at  her  feet. 

"  How  beautiful!'*  exclaimed  the  Princess 
eagerly ;  for  she  was  passionately  fond  of  flow- 
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ers,  and  spared  neither  expense  nor  culture  in 
the  furtherance  of  her  pursuit.  "  This  is  a 
most  agreeable  surprize,  at  such  an  ungenial 
season.  I  know  but  few  gardens  in  Vienna 
capable  of  producing  such  a  display." 

"  I  believe  indeed  these  are  the  first  hya- 
cinths and  camelias  which  have  been  seen," 
replied  di  Corsini  carelessly. 

u  How  tastefully  the  whole  are  arranged ! 
the  different  shades  so  well  blended  and  con- 
trasted! These    glossy   leaves    too    give 

relief  to  the  brilliancy  of  the   flowers 

But  am  I  indebted  to  you,  Prince,  for  this 
pleasing  attention  ?  you  were  not  wont  to  be  a 
florist?" 

He  smiled.  . .  .but  the  smile  was  one  of  be- 
nevolence and  satisfaction.  "  No,  madam,"  said 
he,  "  I  claim  not  merit  beyond  that  of  laying 
them  before  you ;  but  if " 

"  Ha  !".  . .  .interposed  the  Archduchess, 
"  1  recognize  the  hand  that  formed  this  fra- 
grant offering, , yet .it  cannot  be. . .  . 
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she  is  far  from  hence.  ..  .poor  child.  ..  .she 
alone  could  have  thought  of  this."  As  she 
rapidly  uttered  these  words,  Maria  Louisa  in- 
haled the  perfume  of  the  bouquet..  . .  "  Speak, 
Corsini — whence  came  these  flowers  ?" 

"  A  young,  a  very  lovely  lady,  clad  in  deep 
mourning,  was  waiting  in  the  outward  ante- 
chamber to  present  them,  as  your  Highness 
passed  on  to  dinner.  She  leant  on  the  arm  of 
an  officer  for  whom  I  entertain  great  personal 
esteem.  Too  much  overcome  by  diffidence  or 
grief  to  speak  herself,  Captain  Walstein  nar- 
rated the  leading  points  of  her  story— which  I 
confess  interested  me  exceedingly.  May  I 
presume  humbly  to  solicit  an  audience  in  her 
behalf?" 

"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  the  Ex-Empress,  fix- 
ing her  penetrating  eye  full  on  her  companion, 
who  seemed  almost  to  shrink  from  the  search- 
ing glance.  "  Describe  the  person  who  has 
thus  excited  your  attention." 

"  That  were  impossible,  for  real  beauty  is 
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not  to  be  analysed.  The  charm'  of  this  lady- 
exists  neither  in  form  nor  feature,  though  both 
are  exquisite." 

"  No  matter.  ..  .your  vague  reply  confirms 
my  suspicions.  Conduct  the  lady  hither — she 
has  been  fortunate  in  obtaining  your  excellency 
as  her  champion — it  augurs  success." 

For  a  moment  di  Corsini  appeared  confused; 
but  without  uttering  another  word,  he  availed 
himself  of  the  gracious  permission,  and  led 
Ella  von  Lindenberg  into  the  august  presence 
of  Maria  Louisa. 

Sufficiently  veiled  to  defy  the  impertinent 
scrutiny  of  strangers,  her  ample  drapery  was 
nevertheless  incapable  of  concealing  the  natu- 
ral elegance  of  her  deportment ;  and  her  en- 
trance caused  in  the  Archduchess  a  look  of 
astonishment  and  admiration. 

"  Rise,"  said  the  imperial  lady,  as  the  pale 
and  trembling  supplicant  knelt  timidly  before 
her,  "  this  humble  attitude  is  neither  befitting 
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the  daughter  of  von  Lindenberg,  nor  gratifying 
to  the  mother  of  de  Reichstadt." 

The  Princess  paused,  and  none  presumed  to 
interrupt  the  painful  silence  that  ensued. 

"  There  was  a  time/5  continued  she,  collect- 
ing her  self-possession — "  there  was  a  time 
when  Ella  would  have  bounded  forward  to 
greet  me,  with  a  thousand  affectionate  inquiries 
and  playful  caresses/' 

"  It  is  that  I  am  now  duly  impressed  with 
a  sense  of  your  highness'  greatness,  and  my 
own  inferiority,"  modestly  rejoined  the  maiden. 

"  Nay !  must  I  then  chide  you  ?  have  you 
forgotten  your  happy  childhood  V*  said  Maria 
Louisa. 

"  I  almost  wish  that  such  were  possible,'* 
murmured  Ella ;  "  many  sad  reverses  have 
occurred  since  then." 

"  It  seems  but  a  span,  a  few  short  years  ago 
that  you  were  lisping  innocent  petitions  for  my 
son,    and   sometimes    shared    his   recreations. 
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Come  hither,  Ella,"  added  she  in  a  tone  of 
gentle  encouragement,  presenting  her  ungloved 
hand,  which  was  reverently  pressed  to  the  lips 
of  the  agitated  girl. 

u  But  a  few  short  years  indeed  have  elapsed 
since  the  family  of  von  Lindenberg  received 
many  condescending  marks  of  illustrious  fa- 
vour, the  recollection  of  which  has  emboldened 
me  this  day  to  seek  your  presence,  hoping  that 
the  memory  of  former  kindness  may  plead  for 
....  present  misfortune.  . .  ."  A  flood  of  tears 
impeded  her  utterance. 

"  Weep  not  Ella  —  if  there  is  anything  in 
the  power  of  Maria  Louisa,  you  shall  not  sue 
in  vain."  So  saying  she  drew  the  timid  and 
hesitating  speaker  towards  her,  whilst  with 
frequent  ejaculations  of  a  kind  and  pitying  im- 
port, she  listened  painfully  to  her  narrative. 

Ella  spoke  well  at  all  times ;  but  the  imminent 
peril  menacing  her  brother,  and  the  affecting 
particulars  of  her  recent  bereavement,  imparted 


210  ELLA;    OR 

energy  to  her  expressions,  and  a  force  to  her 
arguments,  which  singularly  contrasted  with 
the  touching  diffidence  of  her  manner.  With 
artless  fervour  she  succinctly  related  every 
circumstance  attending  Leopold's  ill-judged 
duel,  his  subsequent  arrest,  and  final  impri- 
sonment—she reluctantly  reverted  to  her  mo- 
ther's recent  widowhood — to  her  own  desola- 
tion of  heart — she  also  mentioned  her  father — 
but  the  subject  was  too  painful — of  his  reverses 
she  said  but  little — of  his  death  she  could  not 
speak. 

The  aspect  of  sorrow,  of  sorrow  in  the  young 
and  beautiful,  seldom  fails  to  excite  our  sym- 
pathy, inasmuch  as  its  existence  is  unsus- 
pected, and  its  cause  far  removed  from  casual . 
observation.  The  aged  and  the  stricken  natu- 
rally suffer,  and  past  griefs  leave  indelible 
traces  of  their  corroding  progress  on  the  time- 
worn  face  and  faded  cheek.  But  when  all  is 
fresh  and  fair  without — when  the  rose  blooms, 
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and  the  eye  kindles — we  doubly  lament  the 
gnawing  canker  of  the  heart,  which  has  thus 
blighted  hope  in  its  very  strong-hold,  and  fore- 
stalled the  unerring  consequences  of  experience. 
The  simplicity  of  Ella's  tale  gave  an  addi- 
tional interest  to  the  recital,  and  captivated 
the  sensibility  as  well  as  the  attention  of  her 
hearers.  Many  might  have  proved  more  elo- 
quent, but  none  equally  persuasive.  Yet  she 
displayed  an  entire  unconsciousness  of  her 
own  advantages ;  and  this  alone  imparted  a 
stronger  charm  to  the  earnest  pleadings  of 
sisterly  devotion. 

As  cli  Corsini  hung  upon  her  words,  drinking 
deep  of  their  intoxicating  sweetness,  he  expe- 
rienced the  sudden  ascendancy  of  a  sentiment 
the  more  powerful  as  it  had  been  until  then  un- 
known. A  thrill  of  undefinable  emotion  seemed 
to  penetrate  his  soul,  as  he  viewed  the  tender 
girl,  shrouded  as  it  were  in  her  deep  mourning 
garments : — for   the   extreme    delicacy  of  her 
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beauty  was  enhanced  by  the  sable  hue  of  her 
habiliment;  and  her  frequent  tears,  flowing 
from  the  purest  source  of  feminine  woe — her 
poignant  yet  timid  grief — all  combined  to  pro- 
duce a  deep  impression  upon  a  heart  which 
had  never  before  felt  the  potent  influence  of 
intellectual  accomplishment  allied  to  personal 
loveliness. 

"  You  have  heard  the  details  of  Captain  von 
Lindenberg's  unfortunate  affair,"  observed  the 
Archduchess,  turning  towards  di  Corsini 
with  that  gracious  smile  for  which  she  had  ever 
been  remarkable;  "  you  have  heard  it  from 
the  best  and  the  most  efficient  advocate.  I 
can  add  nothing  to  what  has  already  been  so  ad- 
mirably explained,  excepting  my  earnest  wishes 
in  his  behalf.  I  am  a  woman,  and  ill-fitted 
to  speak  on  such  subjects;  but  you,  Prince, 
in  your  military  capacity,  may  be  of  essen- 
tial service  to  the  cause.  I  need  not  urge  your 
powerful  interference  and  influence,  in  laying 
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the  business  in  a  favourable  light  before  the 
minister  of  war;  for  I  perceive  that  you  are 
equally  interested  with  myself." 

Corsini's  bronzed  cheek  reddened  as  she 
spoke ;  a  flash  of  intelligence  beamed  in  his 
eyes,  wherein  Ella  might  have  read  the  assu- 
rance of  success.  "  I  shall  have  the  deepest  grati- 
fication in  becoming  the  bearer  of  your  high- 
ness' commands,  though  a  very  inadequate  in- 
terpreter of  Mademoiselle  von  Lindenberg's 
pathetic  appeal.  If  my  long  experience  in  the 
service,  and  my  zeal  in  furtherance  of  your 
desires,  can  suggest  additional  arguments  in 
favour  of  the  young  soldier,  you  may  rely  on 
my  strenuous  exertions." 

Ella  would  have  replied — would  have  ex- 
pressed her  gratitude,  and  her  hopes  ;  but  her 
heart  was  too  full,  and  the  Prince  proceeded  : 

"  Your  brother  bears  a  high  character  for 
courage  and  generosity ;  he  is  a  general  favourite 
in  the  regiment,  and  I  am  apt  to  consider  po- 
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pularity  a  true  criterion  in  many  instances,  es- 
pecially in  the  army.  He  may  be  rash  and 
sometimes  indiscreet :  but  that  error  is  on  the 
right  side  ;  for  a  cold  heart  never  yet  produced 
a  brave  soldier/' 

As  di  Corsini  ceased,  hope  once  more  glided 
into  Ella's  bosom.  Little  suspecting  the  im- 
pression which  her  beauty  and  innocence  had 
made,  she  gratefully  acknowledged  her  deep 
sense  of  obligation,  and  bending  before  Maria 
Louisa  in  respectful  silence,  she  withdrew. 

Julio,  Prince  di  Corsini  had  entered  the  Aus- 
trian service  at  a  very  early  age,  and  he  became 
a  general  in  a  much  shorter  space  of  time  than 
is  commonly  required  to  attain  that  distinction. 
He  possessed  all  the  confidence  and  private 
friendship  of  the  minister  of  war,  with  whom 
he  had  shared  the  perils  and  fortunes  of  the 
field,  at  that  period  of  military  glory  when  Eu- 
rope was  nearly  overwhelmed  by  the  stupen- 
dous and  unprecedented  success  of  the  French 
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arms ;  he  was  amongst  those  who  had  opposed 
the  progress  of  invasion,  and  if  not  triumphant, 
had  at  least  checked  for  a  time  the  movements 
of  the  advancing  enemy.  To  this  circumstance  his 
rapid  elevation  might  be  traced.  By  birth  an  Ita- 
lian, he  was  not  divested  of  the  national  cha- 
racteristics, which  were  even  more  strongly  de- 
picted in  his  mind  than  in  his  countenance  \ — 
although  habit  and  education  had  tended  in  a 
slight  degree  to  counteract  the  natural  bias  of 
his  disposition.  Passionate,  restless,  and  tinged 
with  suspicion,  he  nevertheless  possessed  many 
of  the  higher  virtues  of  the  human  character ; — 
and  these  latter  qualities  had  proved  of  essen- 
tial service  in  his  military  career ;  though  from 
his  peculiar  temperament  they  were  not  suffi- 
ciently salient  to  be  commonly  perceived. 

Di  Corsini's  rise  to  favour  had  been  as 
prompt  as  his  subsequent  hold  of  it  was  per- 
manent ;  and  at  present  he  held,  either  directly 
or  indirectly,  almost  unrivalled  sway  with  the 
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Archduke  Charles.  Devoted  to  the  interests 
and  advancement  of  his  profession,  he  mixed 
but  little  in  politics,  and  knew  nothing  of  the 
court  cabals  by  which  he  was  frequently  sur- 
rounded ;  a  circumstance  which  added  conside- 
rably to  his  real  power,  as  it  rendered  him  in- 
dependent of  faction,  and  fearless  of  intrigue. 

It  was  subsequent  to  the  reverses  of  von 
Lindenberg  that  di  Corsini  had  returned  to 
Vienna,  covered  with  honours,  from  a  post  of 
the  highest  responsibility  which  he  had  filled 
for  some  years  abroad,  and  which  he  had  now 
been  induced  by  his  imperial  patron  to  ex- 
change for  a  more  desirable  command  in  Vienna. 
This  arrangement  afforded  the  double  advantage 
of  combining  a  retreat  from  the  severe  duties 
of  active  life,  with  the  elevated  rank  and  power 
to  which  he  was  too  firmly  attached  ever  to 
relinquish  them  voluntarily. 

Reared  in  a  camp,  and  totally  unaccustomed 
to  the   mild  ascendancy  of  female   qualities,   di 
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Corsini  had  reached  the  age  of  fifty  without 
discovering  the  strength  of  his  own  affections, 
or  even  suspecting  their  existence.  He  had 
been  dissipated  in  youth  ;  but  as  he  grew  tired 
of  excitement,  he  also  became  indifferent  to 
the  charms  of  woman ;  and  it  required  all  the 
loveliness  and  perfection  which  Ella  von  Lin- 
denberg  possessed,  to  kindle  a  flame  in  the 
stern  breast  of  the  veteran.  The  sight  of  her 
however  produced  an  electrical  effect.  He 
loved  for  the  first  time,  and  like  those  subter- 
ranean fires  which,  once  ignited,  can  never  be 
extinguished,  he  felt  that  the  newly  awakened 
passion  had  taken  possession  of  his  soul  for 
ever— that  the  happiness  of  his  life  was  now 
suspended  on  the  will  of  another — that  other,  a 
beautiful  and  accomplished  girl,  many  years 
younger  than  himself! 

The  love  of  advanced  life  is  sometimes  the 
more  strong  from  its  being  concentrated  on  the 
actual  and  the   present;    neither   existing   in 

VOL.    II.  L 
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the  memory  of  the  past,  nor  supported  by  an- 
ticipations of  the  future  : — for  after  a  certain 
period  of  life  we  have  no  futurity. 

Di  Corsini's  intellect  was  quick  and  acute, 
and  he  soon  discovered  the  secret  lever  by 
which  he  must  expect  to  raise  the  edifice  of  his 
felicity.  Ella,  unfortunate  and  friendless, 
needed  the  protecting  arm  which  he  was  ready 
to  afford.  He  had  the  power  of  extricating  her 
brother  from  the  difficulties  that  encompassed 
him,  and  was  disposed  to  exert  that  power 
strenuously  at  her  request.  He  therefore,  not- 
withstanding the  disparity  of  their  ages,  did  not 
despair.  Gratitude,  he  knew,  was  often  a  more 
successful  advocate  than  affection ;  and  from 
her  gratitude  he  hoped  to  obtain  that  preference 
which  he  could  not  expect  otherwise  to  inspire. 
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CHAPTER   X. 

Vain  man  \  thou  mayest  esteem  thy  love  as  fair 
As  fond  hyperboles  suffice  to  raise ; 
She  may  be  all  that's  matchless  in  her  person, 
And  all  divine  in  soul  to  match  her  body; 
But  take  this  from  me — thou  shalt  never 
Call  her  superior  to  her  sex  while  one 
Survives  and  I  her  votary. 

Old  Play. 

Madame  von  Lindenberg  and  her  daugh- 
ter were  still  in  Vienna.  The  first  tumultuous 
overflow  of  grief  had  gradually  subsided  into 
that  deep  and  holy  sorrow,  before  which  the 
voice  of  condolence  is  awed  to  silence,  and  pity 
becomes  mute.  The  mother  and  child  had 
wept  plenteously  on  each  other's  bosoms,  un- 

L  2 
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seen  and  uninterrupted ;  the  torrent  had  passed 
by,  its  progress  unchecked  by  the  presence  of 
witnesses ;  the  vehement  struggle  of  affection 
had  continued  unrepressed  by  the  measured 
tones  of  courteous  sympathy,  or  friendly  re- 
monstrance. 

There  is  something  extremely  imposing  in 
the  hallowed  reserve  of  the  stricken  mourner, 
which  seems  to  recoil  from  all  human  consola- 
tion, and  cling  more  firmly  to  the  promises  of 
Heaven.  Of  this  truth  di  Corsini  was  strongly 
impressed,  when  admitted  to  the  privacy  of  the 
Baroness.  Her  manner,  though  subdued, 
seemed  unconstrained ;  rather  calm  than  cold  ; 
and  if  reserved  it  could  not  be  deemed  uncom- 
municative. She  had  just  recovered  from  the 
shock  of  a  severe  and  unexpected  blow  ;  but 
knowing  that  her  visitor  came  on  a  mission  of 
friendship,  however  painful  the  effort  might 
be,  she  resolved  to  overcome  her  reluctant  feel- 
ings.    Besides,  the  fate  of  Leopold  depended 
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in  a  measure  on  the  kindly  interference  of  the 
Prince  3  and  in  her  anxiety  for  her  son,  the  mo- 
ther forgot  her  recent  widowhood. 

"  I  trust  this  intrusion  may  find  a  better 
apology  in  the  heart  of  Madame  von  Linden- 
berg  than  I  am  prepared  to  offer/'  said  di 
Corsini  on  his  entrance. 

"  It  would  be  impossible  to  remain  insen- 
sible to  such  an  honour,  which  indeed  we  were 
not  entitled  to  expect.  Allow  me  to  hail  your 
excellency's  visit  as  auspicious  to  my  son's 
safety,"  replied  she,  rising  with  dignity  to  re- 
ceive him. 

"  None  can  be  more  sincerely  interested  in 
his  behalf  than  myself/'  continued  the  Prince 
gazing  at  Ella,  almost  unconscious  of  the  in- 
tense admiration  he  thus  manifested. 

"  My  daughter  might  appear  indiscreet  in 
her  zeal  in  her  brother's  cause,"  resumed  the 
matron,  ever  tenacious  for  the  delicacy  of  the 
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sex ;  "  but  I  trust  you  will  deem  the  motive 
sufficient  to  warrant  even  a  bolder  step." 

"  Mademoiselle  von  Lindenberg  can  only 
excite  esteem,  as  she  has  given  an  example  of 
self-devotion/'  replied  di  Corsini  smiling.  "  In 
obedience  to  her  wishes,  I  have  just  quitted 
the  Archduke." 

"  Heaven  be  praised !"  exclaimed  the  Ba- 
roness ;  "  his  Imperial  Highness  is  probably 
in  possession  of  the  facts  through  the  interces- 
sion of  your  Excellency/' 

"  You  are  aware,  madam,  that  a  sort  of  poli- 
tical jealousy  has  unfortunately  been  mixed  up 
in  this  affair,  which  greatly  tends  to  complicate 
what  would  otherwise  resolve  itself  into  a  sim- 
ple question.  Lieutenant  Holdenbike's  con- 
nexions give  a  different  version  to  that  which 
I  collected  from  the  lips  of  your  daughter.  I 
found  the  Archduke  highly  incensed." 

"  But,"  eagerly  interrupted  Ella,  i(  Lieute- 
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Rant  Holdenbike  is  not  so  devoid  of  generosity 
as  to  decline  speaking  the  truth,  and  he  is  yet 
alive/' 

"  And  likely  to  recover,"  continued  di  Cor- 
sini.  "  Were  it  otherwise  the  case  would  be 
more  difficult,  as  his  evidence  is  of  the  most 
material  consequence.  All  the  others  give 
confused  and  conflicting  statements  of  the 
affair.  Holdenbike  will  do  justice  to  the  ho- 
nour of  his  antagonist, — I  can  vouch  for  that.'5 

ci  Accept  a  mother's  thanks ....  a  widow's 
prayers,"  cried  Madame  von  Lindenberg  with 
warmth. 

"  At  least  Leopold  will  not  be  condemned 
unheard,  or  on  fallacious  reports,"  gently  ob- 
served Ella. 

"  He  shall  have  justice,"  returned  the 
Prince.  "  Suspecting  that  an  invidious  spirit 
might  be  traced  throughout  the  business — that 
a  false  colouring  had  been  given  to  the  duel, 
which   was    represented    in    a   very   distorted 


224  ELLA  ;    OR 

light  to  his  Imperial  Highness— I  have  en- 
deavoured to  investigate  the  whole  particulars. 
Personally  averse  to  all  political  interference,  I 
nevertheless  discovered  that  several  persons 
occupying  high  official  situations  were  seeking 
to  raise  an  unfair  impression,  and  prejudice  the 
royal  mind.  The  danger  of  Holdenbike,  too, 
had  been  grossly  exaggerated." 

"  Not  satisfied  with  persecuting  the  father, 
their  enmity  has  extended  beyond  the  grave — 
to  his  child" — exclaimed  the  Baroness  ener- 
getically ;  "  but  as  he  forgave  them,  so  do  I. 
Oh,  Prince,  rescue  my  son  from  obloquy,  my 
noble,  glorious  boy.".... And  the  mother 
burst  into  a  passionate  flood  of  tears. 

"  I  will  promise, — I  have  promised" — cried 
he  with  fervour,  looking  towards  Ella  as  if  for 
a  corroboration.  "  Mademoiselle  von  Linden- 
berg  must  have  heard  the  orders  which  I  re- 
ceived from  the  Duchess  of  Parma,  and  the 
assurance  I  then  gave  of  my  assistance." 
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"  Leopold  may  have  shewn  intemperance, 
but  he  is  incapable  of  a  vindictive  or  a  pre- 
meditated act ;  none  can  know  his  errors  better, 
or  deplore  them  equally,"  observed  the  mother 
gravely. 

"  I  trust  that  good  may  yet  come  of  evil/' 
said  the  Prince.  "  Captain  von  Lindenberg 
may  reap  a  salutary  lesson  from  his  present 
predicament.  I  have  seen  Lieutenant  Holden- 
bike,  with  some  difficulty.  I  penetrated  to  his 
bedside ;  he  seemed  extremely  weak,  but  had 
recovered  the  use  of  his  speech.  Anxious  to 
elucidate  the  truth,  and  thus  place  the  business 
on  a  fair  footing,  I  questioned  him,  though  he 
shewed  a  reluctance  to  speak  on  the  subject. 
But  on  stating  the  probable  result  which 
might  be  apprehended  from  a  protracted  si- 
lence on  his  part,  generosity  of  disposition 
prompted  him  to  give  me  some  valuable  infor- 
mation; and  it  is  evident  to  me  that  both 
parties  were   guilty   of  insubordination.     The 
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investigation  however  must  now  be  deferred 
until  the  wounded  man  is  convalescent.  Both 
your  son  and  his  adversary  will  then  be 
brought  to  a  court  martial  for  a  breach  of 
discipline.  Thus  the  essential  facts  will  be 
fully  elicited,  and  Holdenbike's  evidence  may 
go  far  to  clear  von  Lindenberg.  I  know  that 
the  Archduke  will  give  the  case  a  patient  and 
impartial  hearing ;  but  we  must  have  no  more 
duelling ;  the  Emperor  cannot  afford  to  lose 
good  soldiers  in  foolish  quarrels." 

As  di  Corsini  concluded,  Ella  and  her  mother 
severally  expressed  their  acknowledgments. 

"  I  only  discharged  a  portion  of  my  duty/' 
answered  he  graciously,  a  and  have  to  thank 
you  for  pointing  out  the  most  efficient  manner 
of  doing  so."  On  saying  these  words  he 
turned  towards  Madame  von  Lindenberg,  and 
expressed  a  wish  that  if  she  remained  in 
Vienna  until  the  investigation  was  concluded,  he 
might  be  permitted  the  honour  of  renewing  his 
visit. 
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"  All  places  are  alike  to  me  now/'  sighed 
the  widow,  "  and  it  would  at  all  events  be  im- 
possible for  me  to  quit  Vienna  until  the  fate  of 
Leopold  is  decided.  But  our  society  cannot 
aiford  your  excellency  much  gratification.  We 
are  lone  and  melancholy  women  now." 

(i  At  least  you  do  not  refuse  me  admission,'3 
interrupted  he.  "  You  must  also  prepare  for 
some  little  delay  in  the  business.  In  the 
meantime  you  may  be  assured  that  Captain 
von  Lindenberg  will  meet  with  every  due  con- 
sideration. Walstein,  who  is  a  sincere  friend 
of  mine,  and  an  excellent  officer,  has  strenu- 
ously exerted  himself  in  his  behalf.  You  per- 
ceive, ladies,  that  I  do  not  take  all  the  merit  to 
myself,'5  added  he  with  a  singular  expression ; 
"  yet  the  bright  reward  of  Mademoiselle  von 
Lindenberg's  smiles  might  tempt  a  stoic  to 
exertion." 

"  If  our  heartfelt  gratitude  can  be  accepta- 
ble," rejoined  Ella,  "  you  already  possess  it 
undividedly." 
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"  Undividedly  !"  echoed  the  Prince,  unable 
to  disguise  his  unqualified  gratification— for  he 
felt   that   even   the   cold   assurance    of  Ella's 
"  gratitude"  was  preferable  to  the  love  of  every 
other  woman  in  the  world  5  and  he  determined 
to  repeat  his  visits,  but  with  such  caution,  as 
to  avoid  alarming  either  the  prudence  of  the 
mother  or  the  delicacy  of  the  daughter ;  thus 
hoping  gradually  to  make  way  in  her  esteem, 
in  default  of  exciting  a  more  tender  sentiment. 
Totally  unsuspicious  of  the  deep  interest  she 
had   excited,  Ella  attributed  the  unremitting 
attentions  of  the  Prince  to  ordinary  motives  of 
kindness   and   friendship  ; — and   her   manner, 
always    captivating,    remained    perfectly    free 
from   constraint,  and    therefore  displaying   to 
full  advantage  all  her  amiable  qualities. 

More  clear  sighted,  Madame  von  Lindenberg 
beheld  di  Corsini's  assiduities,  but  with  that 
species  of  doubtful  satisfaction  with  which  a 
parent  may  be  supposed  to  perceive  an  advan- 
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tageous  prospect  for  her  child,  under  the  ap- 
prehension of  its  being  rejected  ;  and  although 
she  could  not  consider  herself  authorized  to 
encourage  di  Corsini's  addresses,  yet  she  was 
too  solicitous  for  her  daughter's  welfare  to  check 
the  progress  of  an  attachment  likely  to  ensure 
it.  Without  mistrust,  yet  without  manifesting 
her  secret  approval,  the  Baroness  allowed 
matters  to  take  their  own  course, — fearing  that 
injudicious  interference  might  awaken  the  sen- 
sibilities of  her  daughter,  and  produce  an  un* 
favourable  effect. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  the  court 
martial  took  place.  Holdenbike,  pale  and 
emaciated,  from  the  severe  effects  of  his 
wound,  unhesitatingly  gave  his  testimony  as  to 
the  duel,  however  hurried  and  irregular  in  its 
character,  having  been  strictly  honourable ;  and 
he  proved  that  Leopold,  though  far  from  blame- 
less, was  not  the  original  aggressor.  Finally, 
in  consideration  of  the  youth   of  the  parties, 
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and  the  total  absence  of  all  premeditated  in- 
sult on  either  side,  both  were  ultimately  ac- 
quitted. 

It  was  a  touching  sight  to  witness  the  re- 
conciliation, and  the  noble  conflict  of  mutual 
generosity,  which  took  place  between  the  late 
antagonists,  as  they  cordially  embraced,  and 
exchanged  a  mutual  forgiveness  of  all  past 
provocation,  in  presence  of  the  assembled 
court ; — and  strange  to  say,  a  strong  and 
steady  friendship  resulted  from  an  intercourse 
so  inauspiciously  begun. 

During  the  subsequent  visits  of  di  Corsini 
(to  whom  the  family  of  von  Lindenberg  grate- 
fully attributed  the  favourable  result  of  the 
trial)  it  was  scarcely  possible  much  longer  to 
mistake  the  intentions  of  the  Prince  di  Corsini ; 
and  Ella  began  to  experience  all  that  sensitive 
shrinking  which  ever  accompanies  the  convic- 
tion of  being  beloved  by  an  unacceptable 
suitor.     Although  the  person  most  deeply  in- 
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terested  in  the  discovery,  she  had  nevertheless 
been  the  last  to  discern  the  existence  of  a 
passion  she  was  able  to  appreciate,  but  not  to 
return.  Slowly,  reluctantly,  and  with  dismay, 
she  was  at  length  compelled  to  admit  the  un- 
welcome truth,  as  it  painfully  obtruded  itself 
upon  her,  and  formed  a  complete  alloy  to  the 
happiness  she  would  otherwise  have  enjoyed, 
at  the  cheering  prospect  of  Leopolds  future 
promotion,  under  the  protecting  influence  of 
the  Prince  di  Corsini. 

Unwilling  to  acknowledge,  even  to  herself, 
the  admiration  which  the  Prince  sought  not  to 
conceal,  Mademoiselle  von  Lindenberg  trusted 
that  the  suspicion  of  its  existence  was  confined 
to  her  own  breast ;  and  she  strenuously  avoided 
every  conversation  which  might  lead  to  the  sub- 
ject, or  be  construed  into  encouragement;  hop- 
ing thereby  to  escape  the  imputation  of  vanity 
or  ingratitude.  Crushed  and  humbled  as  she  had 
been  by  Rosendahl's  defection,  the  contempla- 
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tion  of  other  ties  was  odious  to  her ;  and  she 
resolved  on  persuading  her  mother  to  return 
to  Ereinfels— its  melancholy  seclusion  suiting 
her  desolated  heart,  and  soothing  the  wayward- 
ness of  her  vain  regrets. 

The  first  term  of  mourning  had  expired,  and 
di  Corsini,  unable  to  subdue  or  disguise  the 
intensity  of  his  love,  which  was  increased  by 
EhVs  coldness,  determined  on  declaring  his 
sentiments  without  delay,  in  order  to  obtain 
the  sanction  of  Madame  von  Lindenberg,  before 
he  proceeded  to  address  her  daughter  in  form. 
On  his  fulfilling  this  intention,  neither  Leopold 
nor  the  Baroness  were  backward  in  advocating 
his  cause.  On  the  contrary,  they  sought  every 
opportunity  of  urging  his  merit,  extolling  his 
courage,  his  high  qualities,  and  expatiating  on 
the  probable  happiness  reserved  for  his  future 
wife.  The  Prince  possessed  every  thing  that 
could  constitute  an  advantageous  alliance ;  for- 
tune, rank,  power,  public  esteem,  and  a  high 
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and  commanding  character.  Moreover  he  had 
claims  on  Ella's  personal  gratitude,  and  his 
pretensions  were  supported  by  the  wishes  and 
authority  of  her  only  remaining  parent. 

When  pressed  on  the  subject,  Ella,  with 
mingled  diffidence  and  grief,  pleaded  her  reluct- 
ance, and  implored  forbearance.  But  Ma- 
dame von  Lindenberg  could  scarcely  compre- 
hend objections  which  were  not  grounded  on 
some  ostensible  reason;  for  the  possibility  of 
her  daughter  still  retaining  a  tenderness  for 
Albert — of  her  yet  harbouring  a  thought  of  the 
unworthy  being  who  had  so  cruelly  sacrificed 
their  mutual  happiness  at  the  shrine  of  ambi- 
tion— never  occurred  to  her.  Ella  kept  the 
wretched  secret  of  her  heart  inviolate,  and  her 
mother,  with  what  seemed  to  her  daughter  a 
sort  of  cruel  and  unrelenting  kindness,  still 
persevered  in  urging  on  a  destiny  which  she 
dreaded. 

Meanwhile  it  was  rumoured  that  the  Rosen- 
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dahl  family  were  likely  to  remain  in  Paris. 
Occasional  reports  of  the  splendour  of  their 
parties,  the  beauty  of  their  daughter,  and  the 
probable  marriage  of  their  sons,  reached 
Vienna,  and  were  sometimes  listened  to  by 
Ella,  who  vainly  strove  to  conceal  from  herself 
the  interest  which  involved  the  most  trifling 
circumstance  appertaining  to  him  whose  name 
had  never  escaped  her  lips  for  many  months. 
She  heard  also  that  Albert  was  with  his  father  ; 
having  resigned  his  commission  in  the  Austrian 
service.  This  circumstance  rather  furnished 
her  with  a  subject  of  self-congratulation,  as  it 
would  spare  her  the  anguish  of  casually  meet- 
ing one  whom  she  still  loved  too  well. 
f  With  her  peculiar  tone  of  mind,  Ella's  situa- 
tion could  not  fail  to  be  one  of  exquisite  pain 
and  difficulty.  Her  love  for  Rosendahl,  sur- 
viving fb»>  wreck  of  hope,  was  a  principle  of 
existence.  Unlike  the  ephemeral  preferences 
produced  by  caprice  and  regulated  by  circum- 
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stances,  her  attachment,  firmly  rooted  in  her 
heart,  was  the  growth  of  years,  the  habit  of 
her  life ;  and  from  being  at  first  a  pleasure,  it 
seemed  at  length  to  have  become  a  virtue. 
She  had  sustained  the  blow  which  severed  her 
from  an  affianced  husband,  with  a  sort  of  moral 
fortitude,  which  originated  in  the  very  purity 
of  her  heart;  she  mourned,  but  her  sorrow 
was  mute ;  she  had  wept  without  complaining ; 
and  she  still  loved  too  devotedly  to  wound  its 
ideal  object  in  her  own  estimation  by  vain  up- 
braidings.  With  the  lingering  tenderness  of 
womanly  affection,  she  had  found  comfort  in 
the  constancy  of  her  own  heart,  and  had 
sought  to  compensate  herself  for  the  loss  of 
present  felicity,  by  a  faithful  adherence  to  the 
memory  of  the  past. 

But  even  this  poor  privilege,  the  unrestrain- 
ed indulgence  of  regret,  was  destined  soon  to 
be  denied  her.  The  image  she  secretly  che- 
rished   was    doomed   to   be   rudely   extracted 
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from  her  recollection,  or  coldly  superseded  by 
another  ;  the  remembrance  of  Albert  teemed 
with  bitterness,  and  the  thought  of  di  Corsini 
was — despair. 

Never  until  now  had  Ella  felt  so  completely 
thrown  upon  herself.  All  the  kindly  avenues  of 
sympathy  and  consolation  were  closed  against 
her.  Leopold,  bound  to  the  Prince  by  every 
tie  of  gratitude  and  respect,  had  boldly  spoken 
in  his  behalf;  whilst  her  mother,  that  holy 
monitress  of  a  maiden's  heart,  could  no  longer 
tolerate  or  even  understand  her  sentiments. 
The  best  feelings  of  her  nature  recoiled  upon 
themselves  ;  she  felt  isolated  in  the  very  bosom 
of  her  own  family  ;  the  deep  current  of  sorrow 
was  checked  and  roughly  intercepted  by  the 
arguments  of  worldly  wisdom  and  prudence, 
emanating  from  those  from  whom  she  had 
hitherto  looked  for  and  experienced  only  ten- 
derness and  affection.  Meantime  she  endured 
the  assiduities  of  di  Corsini  with  the    sweet 
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forbearance  and  mild  resignation  of  a  martyr, 
even  while  she  felt  that  her  present  misery- 
was  independence  and  contentment,  compared 
with  the  destiny  she  feared  to  contemplate, 
and  yet  vainly  struggled  to  avert. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Thou  hast  betrayed  me  !     Thou  in  whom  I  trusted — 
To  whom  my  heart  Jay  open  as  a  flower, 
Which  woos  the  sun  to  gaze  upon  its  face — 
Thou,  who  didst  make  my  love  for  other  things 
Seem -weak,  and  poor,  and  childish  ! — Still  I  seek 
For  some  reproach  to  sting  thee  to  the  core, 
But  in  my  wonder  at  thy  treachery, 

Find  only  that  word Thou  \ 

Hon.  Mrs.  Norton. 

For  some  time  Ella  continued  to  oppose 
to  the  views  of  her  mother  and  brother  the 
only  obstacle  in  her  power,  passive  resistance  ; 
and  she  succeeded  at  least  in  deferring  the 
cruel  crisis  to  which  her  fate  was  hastening. 
The  debt  of  obligation  to  the  Prince  di  Cor- 
sini  could  not  be  cancelled  ;  and  however  she 
might   desire   to   shun  his  presence   and   his 
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assiduities,  she  could  not  steel  herself  against  his 
kindness,  or  harshly  wound  the  feelings  of  one 
to  whom  she  owed  so  much,  by  a  more  de- 
cided line  of  conduct. 

But  the  spell  which  Ella's  loveliness  had 
unconsciously  created  was  not  to  be  dissolved 
thus  easily.  Di  Corsini's  attachment  was 
rather  increased  than  diminished  by  the  sort 
of  negative  opposition  he  encountered.  Her 
coldness  appeared  the  result  of  a  becoming 
reserve  ;  the  averted  eye  and  quivering  lip,  the 
changeful  colour  on  her  fair  cheek,  the  strug- 
gling sigh;  these  were  but  so  many  incen- 
tives to  passion  ;  they  were  new  elements  of 
beauty,  as  contrasted  with  the  self-confidence 
and  studied  demeanour  of  those  who  had  for- 
merly sought  to  enslave  him.  In  short,  he 
prized  the  affections  of  Ella  von  Lindenberg  in 
proportion  as  he  found  them  more  difficult  of 
attainment.  Yet  even  when  seeking  to  repel 
his  attentions,  her  words  were  so  gentle,  her 
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manner  so  meek  and  conciliating,  that  they 
seemed  to  contradict  the  very  import  which 
they  were  meant  to  convey.  Her  very  silence 
might  almost  be  construed  into  a  favourable 
augury  $  for  Ella  could  not  frown  on  the  friend 
and  benefactor  of  her  brother,  even  though  her 
aching  heart  was  bursting  under  the  effort. 

A  vague,  an  almost  indefinite  hope,  too  in- 
distinct even  to  afford  the  slightest  consola- 
tion— serving  only  to  distract,  not  to  soothe  her 
mind — a  hope  she  scarcely  ventured  to  acknow- 
ledge even  to  herself — still  clung  to  her,  in 
spite  of  the  incontrovertible  evidence  of  time 
and  reason.  As  there  are  few  regions  so 
barren  but  they  may  yield  a  blade  of  grass,  so 
are  there  few  natures  so  sterile  as  not  to  foster 
some  fond  delusions,  which  drop  off  one  by 
one,  as  the  soul,  steeped  in  adversity,  hardens 
under  the  influence  of  experience.  Ella  still 
cherished  a  secret  trust  in  the  strength  of 
Albert's  attachment.     Like  the   idolator,  she 
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worshipped  the  relics  of  her  superstition, 
though  the  altar  was  broken,  the  sanctuary 
profaned,  and  the  spirit  had  departed  from  the 
temple. 

Madame  von  Lindenberg  had  removed  from 
her  neat  apartments  in  the  Drei  Kronen,  to 
a  more  eligible  residence,  which,  if  it  did  not 
combine  the  luxury  and  magnificence  of  the 
mansion  she  occupied  during  her  husband's 
life,  was  nevertheless  an  elegant  and  com- 
modious retreat,  suited  to  her  reduced  income 
and  simple  habits.  Ella  however  beheld  this 
arrangement  with  unqualified  dismay ;  for  it 
proved  beyond  a  doubt  that  her  mother's  in- 
tention was  not  to  return  to  Ereinfels  castle 
for  some  time ;  and  she  felt  that  nothing  could 
be  more  hostile  to  her  views  respecting  di  Cor- 
sini  than  a  protracted  sojourn  in  Vienna.  But 
what  was  still  worse,  even  the  fond  dream  in 
which  she  had  unconsciously  indulged,  was 
soon  fated  to  be  dispelled ;  the  veil  of  uncer- 
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tainty  that  rested  on  the  ruin  of  her  prospects, 
was  at  length  rent  completely  asunder,  leaving 
her  to  the  undisguised  bitterness  of  her  forlorn 
condition. 

Ella  was  alone  and  unoccupied,  for  the 
anxious  tenor  of  her  thoughts  prevented  the 
exercise  of  her  usual  industry.  She  leant  her 
fevered  cheek  on  the  soft  palm  of  her  hand, 
whilst  the  other  ruffled  and  soon  scattered  a 
withered  rose,  that  she  had  just  found  between 
the  leaves  of  a  volume  which  Albert  had  often 
read  aloud  to  her.  It  was  the  last  book  they  pe- 
rused together.  She  remembered  this  flower  ; 
she  remembered  the  day  on  which  her  lover 
had  plucked  it  from  the  stem,  and  playfully 
inserted  it  as  a  mark  to  note  the  progress  of 
their  mutual  studies.  It  was  then  an  emblem 
of  herself;  and  the  similitude  still  existed, — for 
fragrance  still  hovered  around  the  petals,  faded 
as  they  were, — as  the  balm  of  affection  still 
diffused  its  sweetness  over  the  ruin  it  had 
caused. 
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As  she  gazed  with  dimmed  sight  on  the 
open  page  where  the  flower  had  remained  so 
long  unheeded,  if  not  forgotten,  a  tear,  a 
single  drop,  fell  on  the  book.  Ella  perceived  it 
not,  but  6he  closed  the  volume  unread. 

She  was  roused  from  her  melancholy  reverie 
by  the  entrance  of  her  brother.  "  You  are 
thoughtful,  or  absent,  or  pre-occupied,  dear 
sister," — cried  he,  accosting  her  with  as  much 
gentleness  as  his  inconsiderate  temper  would 
admit. 

"  I  am  never  so  deeply  engaged,"  she  re- 
plied, "  as  not  to  be  fully  sensible  of  your 
presence.  Welcome,  dear  Leopold  !  you  have 
lately  been  a  sad  truant." 

"  It  was  not  my  fault,  but  I  could  not  leave 
the  Prince.  He  was  anxious  that  I  should  be 
frequently  with  him  ;  and  I  could  not  neglect 
the  wishes  of  so  excellent  a  friend." 

"  Certainly  not,  I  trust  you  will  never  lose 
the    smallest    opportunity    of    showing    your 
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gratitude  to  one  who  so  well  deserves  it.  You 
will  thereby  discharge  a  two-fold  debt,  Leo- 
pold;"— and  she  vainly  strove  to  suppress  a 
deep  sigh. 

"  At  last  you  are  willing  to  acknowledge  his 
merit,  Ella.  I  expected  as  much  from  your 
excellent  sense  and  tender  heart.  Perhaps 
you  were  now  thinking  of  him." 

"  No,  I  was  not  thinking  of  him"  She  laid 
an  involuntary  stress  on  the  last  word.  "  I  do 
not  like  to  think  of  him — I  cannot  do  so  with- 
out regret." 

"  You  are  relenting.  Oh  Ella,  if  you  knew 
how  welcome  this  change  of  sentiment  will  be 
to  us  all !  In  truth  you  are  only  doing  an  act 
of  justice,  and  gratitude  may  be  the  herald  of  a 
warmer  feeling." 

"  Impossible  !  ashes  do  not  re-kindle  \" 
answered  she  ;  "  I  respect,  I  esteem  di  Cor- 
sini,  but  my  heart  is  not  mine  to  give." 

"  You  surprise  and  grieve  me,  Ella  ;  1  hoped 
better  of  you." 
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"  1  hoped  better  of  myself,"  repeated  she; 
"  yet  thus  it  is.  I  have  no  affections  to 
bestow." 

"  Surely  you  are  not  so  weak,  so  culpable, 
as  to  vow  eternal  constancy  to  the  memory  of 
one  who  has  forgotten — who  has  rejected 
you !" 

"  Spare  these  reproaches — they  are  un- 
merited/ ' 

"  The  pride  of  your  sex  ought  to  revolt 
against  such  weakness — nay,  'tis  worse  than 
weakness.  I  do  not  recognize  the  spirit  of  our 
ancestry  in  this  crouching  adherence  to  a  being 
who  has  cast  you  off." 

"  Why  speak  on  a  subject  to  which  I  never 
voluntarily  revert?"  mildly  rejoined  Ella. 

•*  A  subject  that  I  would  extirpate,  anni- 
hilate, were  it  possible,"  vociferated  Leo- 
pold. 

"  Be  not  unjust.  I  do  not  obtrude  my  sor- 
rows or  my  regret ;  I  only  desire  peace.   Every 
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bond  that  ever  existed  between  us  is  broken — 
every  tie  has  been  violently  wrenched  asunder. 
What  would  you  have  more  Y*  inquired  she 
trembling. 

"  Obliviou  !"  thundered  Leopold. 

"  That  is  beyond  the  power  of  will." 

"  Yes  !  every  link  is  broken — dragged  asun- 
der— trampled  upon  V9  echoed  her  brother  with 
peculiar  emphasis.  "  But  w ho  broke  them  ?  who 
degraded  our  house  and  spurned  our  alliance  ? 
He  aimed  the  blow — not  you  nor  I." 

"  I  do  not  deserve  these  taunts,  at  least 
from  you,  Leopold  \"  exclaimed  Ella,  and 
she  hid  her  burning  face  with  both  her 
hands. 

"  You  have  submitted,  tamely,  basely  sub- 
mitted long  enough.  It  is  time  to  be  avenged," 
exclaimed  the  young  soldier,  still  reluctant  to 
inflict  the  final  stroke,  which  he  believed 
would  effectually  destroy  the  lingering  tenacity 
of  unrequited  love. 
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"  Avenged!  of  whom — of  myself?"  returned 
his  sister,  bathed  in  tears. 

"  Silly  girl,  I  did  not  mean  to  make  you 
weep.  I  only  sought  to  rouse  your  pride,  your 
sensibility/' 

"  My  sensibility  \»  repeated  Ella.  "  Oh, 
Leopold,  there  is  less  of  grief,  of  anguish  in 
these  tears  than  in  my  former  silence.  How  little 
you  understand  the  human  heart !  to  weep  thus 
freely  is  happiness." 

"  Well,  well,  I  do  not  pretend  to  compre- 
hend women's  fancies  and  humours.  I  would 
not  needlessly  give  you  pain.  But  your  ho- 
nour, the  honour  of  our  name  requires  this 
personal  sacrifice,  if  it  is  one.  These  romantic 
fancies  must  no  longer  stand  in  the  way  of 
your  best  interests.  Your  health  is  rapidly 
sinking  under  the  conflict — your  beauty  is  fast 
fading.  It  were  madness  to  lose  the  present 
occasion.  Di  Corsini  is  a  man  whom  all  love 
and  revere. " 
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"  I  also  revere  and  esteem  di  Corsini,"  in- 
terrupted Ella. 

"  And  yet  you  reject  him ! — reject  him  for 
the  sake  of  pining  over  the  dregs  of  a  worse 
than  hopeless  attachment !  I  have  no  pa- 
tience with  such  maiden  sentiment — in  you, 
too,  a  von  Lindenberg !  Where  is  your  noble 
and  just  pride — the  distinctive  feature  of  our 
race?  If  you  are  a  von  Lindenberg,  prove 
it !"  As  he  spoke,  the  face  of  the  youth  be- 
came suffused  with  passion. 

"  A  von  Lindenberg  I  am,  and  would  fain 
continue  such  r"  said  she  smiling  meekly,  and 
pressing  her  brother's  hand  as  if  in  propitia- 
tion. 

For  a  moment  he  paused,  and  gazing  full  in 
her  face,  turned  suddenly  aside.  He  could  not 
conceal  the  struggle.  At  last  he  replied : 
"  It  must  be  so !  I  have  sought  in  vain  to 
persuade,  to  convince  you.  You  still  doubt 
his  falsehood.  There  can  be  no  other  reason  for 
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your  present  conduct.  Perhaps  the  evidence 
of  your  own  senses  may  satisfy  you."  As  he 
spoke,  Leopold  slowly  drew  a  letter  from  his 
bosom.  He  faltered  on  laying  it  before  her. 
"  Read  there  the  proof  of  his  unworthiness  1" 
resumed  he.  "  I  did  not  wish  to  show  you 
this — I  would  have  spared  you  this  additional 
pang ;  but  you  force  it  from  me." 

Ella  bent  slowly  over  the  paper,  and  direct- 
ing her  eyes  to  a  particular  passage  which 
Leopold  pointed  out  to  her,  read  as  follows  : 
"  Nothing  could  exceed  the  splendour  of  Ro- 
sendahFs  wedding — at  least  so  I  heard,  for  we 
were  not  present.  The  ceremony  took  place 
yesterday.  The  bride  is  exceedingly  handsome 
and  has  an  immense  fortune.  The  King  signed 
the  contract,  and  sent  his  felicitations,  with  a 
rich  ecrin,  on  the  occasion.  The  ambassador, 
and  most  of  the  corps  diplomatique  were  pre- 
sent. The  Count  is  delighted,  and  a  series  of 
brilliant  fetes  are  in  contemplation." 
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Ella  had  read  thus  far  mechanically — she 
relinquished  the  letter  in  silence — there  was  a 
pause. — He  was  married  to  another  !  The 
protracted  dream  of  her  youth,  of  her  inno- 
cence, was  over;  the  last  faint  illusion  had 
vanished.  It  seemed  as  if  the  words  were 
traced  in  characters  of  fire  on  her  heart,  as 
she  mentally  exclaimed — "  Married  !  married  1" 
8he  passed  her  hand  across  her  brow — but  no 
tears  flowed.  The  source  was  dried  up.  She 
uttered  no  complaint— Albert  had  ceased  to  be 
anything  to  her ;  but  even  in  the  midst  of  her 
utter  desolation,  she  felt  that  any  audible  com- 
plaint on  her  part  could  only  be  construed 
into  an  ignoble  exhibition  of  feminine  weak- 
ness, It  would  be  an  acknowledgment  un- 
worthy of  her — and  she  resolutely  buried  the 
rising  emotion  in  her  bosom. 

"Is  this  sufficient  ?  Are  you  now  con- 
vinced ?'J  inquired  von  Lindenberg.  "  Is  the 
recollection  of  Albert " 
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"  As  you  love  me,"  interrupted  Ella  eagerly, 
"  spare  me  the  mention  of  that  name  again !" 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  speak  of  him,  if  you 
banish  him  from  your  mind.  Listen  to  me, 
dearest  sister,"  resumed  he  in  a  tone  of  ten- 
derness— "  you  are  sought  in  marriage  by  a  good 
and  honourable  man, — one  to  whom  we  are  all 
under  incalculable  obligations— who  offers  you 
every  prospect  of  happiness/' 

"  In  pity  cease,"  exclaimed  she ;  "  urge  me 
no  more  —for  the  present  at  least  leave  me  to 
my "  She  dared  not  conclude  the  sen- 
tence, for  it  would  have  spoken  of  her  grief — 
her  despair. 

After  a  lengthened  pause,  during  which  Ella 
remained  fixed  in  the  silence  of  her  unutterable 
sorrow,  Leopold  said,  in  a  tone  of  sympathising 
tenderness — "  We  have  no  father,  Ella.  I 
am  now  your  only  protector," — and  he  took 
her  hand  gently  and  drew  her  towards  him. 
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"  Our  mother/'  he  continued  in  the  same 
tone — "  has  authorized  me  to  convey  to  you 
her  wishes-— her  prayers/' — 

"  My  mother  too  !.  . .  .but  proceed  Leopold 
— I  will  not  interrupt  you  further.  Speak  of 
my  mother." 

"  My  profession  is  one  that  must  neces- 
sarily take  me  from  my  family.  Should  I  be 
sent  on  distant  service,  your  position  will  be 
desolate  indeed. — Our  mother  is  unhappy  at 
the  prospect  before  her.  Your  obduracy  sinks 
deep  into  her  heart.  For  her  sake,  if  not  for 
mine,  relent !" 

"  What  does  she  require  at  my  hands  r" 
faltered  Ella.  "  Hitherto  I  have  been  a  du- 
teous daughter.'* 

"  Continue  to  be  such  !"  interrupted  Leopold 
earnestly.  u  Sacrifice  this  dream  of  early  pas- 
sion, to  the  prayers  of  your  mother !  of  your 
brother  ! — I  entreat — I  implore  !" 

K  Urge  me  not  now  V*   exclaimed  the   dis- 
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tracted  girl — torn  by  contending  emotions. 
"  I  cannot  comprehend  my  own  feelings — I 
am  bewildered — I  am  wretched — "and  she  wept 
audibly. 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  persecute  you,"  rejoined 
he  in  a  voice  of  tenderness — "  I  only  seek  to 
insure  your  real  happiness.  Chace  this  mock- 
ing phantom  from  your  mind — blot  out  the 
unreal  past — and  look  to  the  smiling — the  pro- 
mising future." 

"  Oh,  that  it  were  possible  I"  said  Ella 
shuddering. 

"  It  is,  it  is  possible,"  interrupted  von  Lin- 
denberg  warmly.  "  Exert  yourself! — consult 
your  pride — your  good  sense — your  delicacy — 
your  duty.  Yield  not  to  these  wild  sugges- 
tions of  a  deluded  fancy,  which  would  lure  you 
from  prospective  happiness,  to  despair ! .  . .  . 
Di  Corsini  adores  you." 

Again  there  was  a  lengthened  pause  on  both 
sides,   which  was  at  last  broken  by  Leopold 
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exclaiming  tenderly,  yet  gravely, — "  Promise 
me  dearest,  to  take  this  subject  into  your  ma- 
ture deliberation.  I  do  not  wish  to  surprise 
you  into  acquiescence ....  but  let  me  gladden 
our  mother's  widowed  heart  with  these  tidings 
of  joy— she  has  had  little  to  gladden  her  of 
late.  Let  me  be  a  messenger  of  comfort.".  . .  . 
As  Leopold  spoke  he  fondly  pressed  his  sister 
in  his  arms,  anxiously  repeating  "  promise ! 
you  do  promise?" 

"  Yes  !"  faintly  articulated  the  desolate  girl, 
half  unconscious  of  the  import  of  her  answer ; 
whilst  her  brother,  elated  with  even  this  omen 
of  success,  hurried  away,  to  inform  the  Baro- 
ness of  the  change  thus  wrought  in  the  wa- 
vering resolutions  of  her  child. 

After  a  brief  struggle  with  her  grief,  Ella 
endeavoured  to  stem  the  bitter  current  of  her 
thoughts,  and  to  contemplate  calmly  her  pre- 
sent position,  Albert  was  lost. . .  .irretrievably 
lost — every  feeling  linked  with  the  recollection 
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of  him  was  now  forbidden — memory  became  a 
sin — he  had  plighted  his  faith  to  another — he 
had  voluntarily  relinquished  her — she  was  free 
— to  mourn — to  forget. — Her  mother's  widow- 
ed condition  seemed  to  rise  up  in  all  its  lone- 
liness before  her — her  father's  dying  injunctions 
too — they  recurred  with  redoubled  force  to  her 
mind.     The  cruel  past  was   reviewed   dispas- 
sionately— the  future  looked  at  steadily.     The 
disinterested  prospects  of  di  Corsini— his  ge- 
nerosity, his  devotion — these  were  contrasted 
with    the    narrow    policy   of   the    Rosendahl 
family.     True,  the  image  of  Albert  sometimes 
came  like  a  cold  shadow,  casting  a  saddened 
tint  upon  the  future.     But  as  she  forced  her- 
self to    think   of  his   utter  unworthiness,  the 
ominous  darkness  gradually  faded  into  a  me- 
lancholy twilight — a   dim   uncertain    dawn   of 
something  like  hope — its   tenderness  without 
its  brightness. 
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At  last  the  conflict  was  over.  Her  coun- 
tenance assumed  a  less  saddened  aspect — a 
faint  hectic  blush  passed  over  her  face ;  and  on 
the  morrow  di  Corsini  caught  a  hand,  which 
was  not  withdrawn. 
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CHAPTER    XII. 


Soon  will   thy  tomb  be   hid,  and  the   grass  grow  rank   on 
thy  grave. — The  son  of  the  feeble  shall  pass  over  it. 

Ossian. 

Je  voudrais  maintenant  vider  jusqu'a  la  lie 
Ce  calice  mele"  de  nectar  et  de  fiel  ; 
Au  fond  de  cette  coupe  ou  je  buvais  la  vie, 
Peut-£tre  restait-il  une  goutte  de  miel. 

Peut-6tre  Tavenir  me  gardait-il  encore 
Un  retour  du  bonheur  dont  l'espoir  est  perdu? 
Peut-e^re  en  la  foule  une  ame  que  jMgnore 
Aurait  compris  mon  ame  et  m'aurait  r^pondu  ? 
De  Lamartine. 


The  Palace  of  Schoenbrunn  was  the  scene 
of  considerable  interest  and  alarm ;  for  a  visi- 
ble change  had  taken  place  in  the  health  of 
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young  Napoleon.  He  was  declining  rapidly;  and 
though  his  medical  attendants  stillheld  forth  faint 
hopes  of  ultimate  recovery,  flattering  both  the 
august  patient  and  his  imperial  grand  sire  with 
vague  and  fallacious  speculations,  it  was  gene- 
rally felt  and  admitted  that  his  recovery  was 
impossible. 

Silence  reigned  throughout  the  royal  apart- 
ments. Courtly  sycophants,  dignitaries  of  the 
state,  and  attached  individuals,  crowded  alike 
to  collect  from  the  official  bulletin  of  the  day 
the  latest  intelligence  concerning  the  state  of 
the  Duke  of  Reichstadt,  with  noiseless  tread, 
the  richly  inlaid  and  polished  floors  of  the  ante- 
chamber,— exchanging  the  customary  salutations 
with  that  chilling  whisper  which  in  itself  con- 
veys a  mysterious  intimation  of  impending  dan- 
ger. Not  a  sound  broke  the  stillness  of  the 
sick  room ;  the  light  of  heaven  was  partially 
excluded;  and  even  inanimate  objects  bore  an 
impression  of  sorrow  and  dismay. . 
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In  the  chamber  already  described  as  the 
sleeping  apartment  of  the  invalid  Prince,  sat 
the  Emperor  of  Austria.  His  patriarchal  fi- 
gure, unbowed  by  years,  seemed  a  living  type 
of  that  legitimacy  which  had  withstood  the 
innovations  and  revolutions  of  the  last  half 
century,  and  of  which  he  was  the  head.  The 
venerable  representative  of  the  Caesars  watched, 
with  parental  fondness  and  deep  anxiety,  the 
mortal  struggles  of  his  dying  grandchild ;  whilst 
the  Ex-Empress  of  France  bent  in  speechless 
grief  over  the  bed  which  contained  the  fading 
form  of  her  beloved  offspring — the  first,  the 
only  pledge  of  that  extraordinary  union  which 
had  for  a  brief  period  linked  the  destiny  of  an 
Austrian  Princess  with  that  of  a  low  born 
usurper,  yet  still  the  greatest,  the  most  bril- 
liant being  of  his  day. 

Near  her  stood  the  Jesuit,  his  eyes  half 
closed,  his  hands  meekly  folded  on  his  breast. 
The   tremulous  vibration  of  his  lips  intimated 


260  ELLA  ;    OR 

his  occupation  to  be  the  recital  of  prayers,  to 
which  the  pale  and  harassed  attendants  occa- 
sionally uttered  faint  responses. 

Shrunk  with  disease,  the  wasted  hands  of 
young  Napoleon  still  returned  his  mother's 
tender  caresses,  whilst  his  altered  countenance 
beamed  with  the  purest  affection.  The  flame 
of  life  was  sinking  low ;  its  sustaining  element 
had  exhausted  itself;  hope  was  the  protraction 
of  agony,  and  the  last  efforts  of  science  merely 
served  to  prove  and  to  display  its  insufficiency. 

The  physicians  in  consultation  at  Schoen- 
brunn  had  pronounced  on  the  necessity  of 
cutting  off  the  fair  silken  curls  that  still  adorned 
the  head  of  de  Reichstadt,  previous  to  the  ap- 
plication of  certain  remedial  agents  upon  that 
brow  which  was  once  destined  to  bear  the 
crown  of  Charlemagne  !  A  large  looking  glass 
between  the  windows  faithfully  reflected  the 
scene  we  have  attempted  to  delineate.  The 
setting  sun  shed  its  farewell  rays  on  the  closed 
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curtains  through  which  the  crimson  light  strug- 
gled for  admittance,  and  fell  in  faint  and  par- 
tial streaks  on  the  snow  white  pillows  which 
supported  the  attenuated  form  of  the  Prince. 
The  stifled  sob,  the  half  drawn  sigh,  the  low 
whisper  of  affectionate  anxiety,  were  all  sup- 
pressed ; — the  periodical  vibration  of  the  pen- 
dulum alone  was  distinctly  audible  throughout 
the  chamber. 

As  the  attending  surgeon  advanced  to  pre- 
pare the  royal  patient  for  the  necessary  ope- 
ration, the  feeble  youth  raised  his  glazed  eyes 
to  the  richly  chased  dial.  He  watched  the  pro- 
gress of  the  hands  as  they  marked  the  approach 
of  evening,  and  shrinking  on  his  mother's  bo- 
som, faintly  murmured,  "  not  yet !  not  yet !" 

The  Princess  raised  the  languid  head  which 
rested  on  her  shoulder,  and  pressed  his  trans- 
parent hand  in  hers. 

"  A  little  longer,   dearest  mother,"  said  he 
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mournfully — "  a  little  delay.  Oh  !  how  I  have 
counted  the  fast  revolving  hours — day  by  day. 
Methinks  the  hands  wheel  round  more  speedi- 
ly.    You  have  already  sat  by  me  two  nights.'5 

"Not  so—  T  rested  frequently.  Count  not 
the  moments  thus,  dear  child \"  replied  the 
Archduchess. 

"  The  moments  are  already  numbered,'5 — 
said  the  Prince,  with  a  deep  aspiration.  "  I 
shall  soon  be  released." 

"  We  have  hopes,  great  hopes,"  interrupted 
the  Imperial  lady,  whose  fast  falling  tears  ta- 
citly contradicted  her  words. 

"  Hopes  !  say  you  1  /  have  hopes  too,  but 
not  of  this  life  !"  a  smile,  serene,  yet  evanes- 
cent, beamed  for  an  instant  on  the  worn  fea- 
tures of  the  patient,  and  penetrated  the  hearts 
of  all  around  with  the  most  tender  sympathy. 
Even  the  cold  inflexible  countenance  of  Father 
Clement  relaxed  and  softened  for  a  moment 
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with  pity,  as  he  gently  said,  "  Amen  !"  Tears 
stole  down  the  furrowed  cheek  of  the  venerable 
Francis.  The  mother  turned  away  her  face, 
and  wept  copiously,  yet  silently. 

"  We  have  very  sanguine  expectations  of 
your  Highness*  recovery/'  observed  the  court 
physician,  approaching  on  tip-toe — "  scarcely  a 
doubt  but  the  operation  will  be  crowned  with 
success  :"  and  as  he  spoke  he  pressed  the  lan- 
guid pulse  which  fluttered  under  his  touch. 

"  I  depend — I  rely  solely  on  your  skill,' ' 
exclaimed  the  Archduchess  warmly. 

"  Under  Heaven,  daughter !"  remarked  the 
Jesuit,  clasping  his  hands  and  looking  upward. 

"  But  must  I  submit  to  this  painful  inflic- 
tion ?  Is  there  no  alternative  }"  said  the  Prince, 
interrogating  the  faces  of  his  attendants  with 
a  beseeching  look. 

"  If  it  could  be  dispensed  with/5  inquired 
the  Archduchess  irresolutely. 

"  May  it  not  be  well  for  your  Imperial  High- 
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ness    to  leave  the   apartment  for  a    few   mo- 
ments?" said  the  surgeon. 

"  Proceed,  gentlemen,"  was  the  firm  reply. 
She  added  with  concentrated  energy,  "  I  will 
not  impede  your  office.  I  am  perfectly  com- 
posed." A  slight  tremour  accompanied  the 
expression  of  these  words,  but  that  was  all. 

"  We  require  more  light,"  said  the  physi- 
cian, raising  a  small  portion  of  the  rich  drapery 
that  screened  the  window.  "  You  had  better 
relieve  the  Duke  from  this  profusion  of  hair 
without  delay,"  added  he  in  a  low  voice  to  the 
surgeon. 

"  Had  it  not  been  in  deference  to  his  High- 
ness* reluctance,  this  expedient  should  have 
been  tried  long  since." 

As  the  operation  proceeded,  a  shower  of 
golden  locks  fell  on  either  side,  and  the  mo- 
ther snatched  the  precious  relics,  gazed  on 
each  glossy  ringlet  as  if  the  existence  of  her  son 
depended  thereon,  and   treasured  them  in  her 
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lap.  At  length  the  finely  moulded  head  of  young 
Napoleon,  which  partook  somewhat  of  the  anti- 
que purity  of  contour,  was  completely  display- 
ed. The  beautiful  and  luxuriant  hair  had  here- 
tofore greatly  contributed  to  the  feminine  soft- 
ness of  expression  which  distinguished  young 
Napoleon  from  the  more  stern  character  of  the 
Bonaparte  family;  but  as  his  bare  head  and 
sharpened  lineaments  appeared  completely  ex- 
posed to  the  agonized  view  of  Maria  Louisa, 
she  was  forcibly  and  bitterly  reminded  of  the 
exiled  one,  whose  glorious  and  chequered  ca- 
reer had  closed  on  a  distant  shore,  unsoothed 
by  the  presence  or  affection  of  any  one  of  his 
kindred.  As  the  resemblance  struck  her,  she 
sank  on  her  knees  by  the  bedside,  and  con- 
cealed her  face  with  her  hands. 

"  Daughter/'  said  the  Emperor  solemnly, 
a  these  trials  are  beyond  your  strength.  Father 
Clement  will  accompany  you  to  the  oratory. 
You  have  other  duties  to  fulfil." 

VOL.  II.  N 
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u  None  half  so  dear — so  pressing,"  cried  she 
with  enthusiasm,  rising  from  her  humble  pos- 
ture. 

The  Emperor  assented  by  a  silent  inclina- 
tion of  his  head,  and  he  relapsed  into  his 
former  attitude  of  fixed  attention.  The  priest 
pronounced  a  latin  benediction,  and  the  sur- 
geon prepared  to  perform  the  operation  with 
a  view  to  which  the  recent  preparation  had 
been  made. 

"  Will  this  application  be  attended'  with 
pain  ?"  inquired  the  Duchess,  trembling  with 
feminine  apprehension,  as  the  operator  drew 
near. 

"  Not  much — nothing  material,"  replied  he ; 
"  but  we  cannot  allow  ourselves  to  shrink  from 
the  performance  of  our  duty,  even  if  the  pro- 
cess should  prove  painful.' ' 

Maria  Louisa  quailed  for  an  instant ;  but  re- 
gaining her  presence  of  mind,  she  observed 
with  mildness,  "  Perhaps,  sir,  a  mother's  hand 
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may  perform  the  office,  and  be  more  grateful 
to  the  patient."  So  saying  she  extended  her 
own  small  and  beautifully  formed  palm,  to  re- 
ceive the  material  proposed  to  be  applied. 

"  Your  Highness  would  incur  much  tempo- 
rary inconvenience/'  returned  the  surgeon. 

"  If  pain  should  accompany  either  the  ad- 
ministering of  the  remedy,  or  its  operation, 
none  shall  share  it  but  myself,"  answered  the 
mother,  commencing  the  task  with  a  timidity 
of  gesture  that  contrasted  strangely  with  the 
firmness  of  purpose  she  exhibited. 

The  suffering  Prince  gazed  in  mute  yet  elo- 
quent gratitude  on  the  still  young  and  beauti- 
ful parent,  who  hung  over  him,  soothing  the 
agony  of  present  pain  and  future  separation 
with  words  of  encouragement  and  pious  ex- 
hortation. His  fond  look  of  tenderness  reach- 
ed the  maternal  breast,  infusing  fresh  energy 
to  pursue  the  touching  office  she  had  under- 
taken.     Not   a   moan    escaped    the    tortured 

N   2 
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youth.  The  meekest  submission  rewarded  the 
labour  of  motherly  love.  Presently  however, 
when  preparation  was  made  for  transferring 
the  operation  from  the  head  to  the  chest,  the 
Duke  feebly  yet  earnestly  endeavoured  to  con- 
ceal some  object,  which  was  suspended  round 
his  neck  by  a  black  ribbon. 

Although  apparently  absorbed  in  the  sacred 
functions  of  his  calling,  the  confessor  was  not 
unobservant  of  the  melancholy  scene  before 
him.  He  started  from  his  reverie  on  seeing 
the  sable  ribbon,  which  depicted  itself  in  strik- 
ing relief  on  the  waxlike  transparency  of  De 
Reichstadt's  bosom.  A  flash  of  painful  con- 
sciousness shot  across  his  features,  as  he  bent 
forward  and  mechanically  attempted  to  untie 
the  knot  that  united  its  extremities.  A  re- 
proachful glance  of  deep  meaning,  directed 
by  the  Prince  towards  his  august  grand  sire, 
checked  the  movement ;  but  Maria  Louisa  was 
already  in  possession  of  the  medallion.  A  con- 
vulsive shriek  burst  from  her,  as  the  livid  re- 
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semblance  of  Bonaparte  greeted  her  sight. 
She  held  the  miniature  for  a  moment  to  her 
lips,  from  whence  she  withdrew  it,  and,  shud- 
dering with  emotion,  again  contemplated  the 
object  which  seemed  to  fascinate  her  sight. 

"  How  changed  !  and  yet  how  faithfully,  how 
fearfully  like !"  murmured  she,  as  tears  of 
agony  forced  their  way  through  her  half  closed 
eyelids.  Again  and  again  she  gazed  on  the 
mournful  likeness.  What  a  host  of  mixed  and 
contending  feelings  assailed  the  widow's  heart ! 
The  sting  of  regret  was  already  rankling  there ; 
and  might  not  the  gall  of  self-reproach  mingle 
its  bitterness  in  that  cup, — filled  almost  to 
overflowing  ?  might  not  the  memory  of  other 
days  contrast  their  brightness  with  the  present 
dark  hour  of  sorrow  ?  Years  had  rolled  on — 
the  wife  of  Bonaparte  had  shared  her  affec- 
tions with  another  lord — but  the  partner  of 
her  youth — the  husband  of  her  innocence — 
the  father  of  her  first-born,  who  now  lay  writh- 
ing on  the  couch  of  agony   before   her — was 
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thus  brought  almost  tangibly  to  her  recollec- 
tion, not  as  she  had  once   known  and  loved 
him — not  in  the  pride  and  vigour  of  manhood 
— not  in  the  gorgeous   splendour  of  imperial 
dignity — not  crowned  with  the  reeking  laurels 
of   victory — not   borne  triumphant  amid   the 
glorious  trophies  of  the  battle-field — not  even 
habited  in  that  simple  guise  in  which  he  first 
solicited  the  notice  of  his  virgin  bride,  as  she 
approached   the  palace   of  Compiegne  !     No  ! 
he  appeared  as  a  messenger  from  another  world 
— the  herald  of  death — divested  of  every  exter- 
nal distinction  beyond  the   sad  habiliments  of 
the  grave  !     He   appeared  in  the  awful  gran- 
deur of  a  departed  spirit — in  the  cold  marble- 
like frigidity  that  bespeaks  an  inmate  of  the 
tomb  —  in   the   hallowed   simplicity   of  those 
finely  chiselled  features  which,  if  once  beheld, 
could  never  be  forgotten.     She  had  hitherto 
only  seen  her  husband  when  instinct  with  all 
the  vitality  of  his   great,  his  ambitious  heart. 
She  saw  him  now — a  corpse. 
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As  she  gazed,  de  Reichstadt  uttered  a  pi- 
teous sigh,  and  raising  his  feeble  frame  from 
the  pillow  on  which  he  reclined,  imprinted  a 
fervent  kiss  on  the  streaming  and  colourless 
cheek  of  his  mother.  To  her,  this  gentle  caress 
seemed  like  a  token  of  peace  and  pardon — a 
silent  covenant  between  the  living  and  the 
dead.  It  seemed,  as  her  bewildered  sight  en- 
deavoured again  to  examine  the  miniature,  as 
if  the  stern,  compressed  muscles  of  the  por- 
trait relaxed  the  thrilling  intensity  of  expres- 
sion that  harrowed  her  very  soul  with  myste- 
rious sympathy.  At  length  she  relinquished 
the  medallion,  which  fell  from  her  trembling 
hands  again  into  the  filial  bosom  wherein  it 
had  been  treasured ;  and  Maria  Louisa  resum- 
ed her  pious  occupation. 

This  medical  experiment* — for  such  it  might 
be  termed — was  attended  with  partial  success  ; 

*  Counter-irritation  was  applied  to  the  Duke  de  Reichstadt. 
Vide  the  official  account  of  the  circumstances  attending  his 
last  illness  and  death. 


272  ELLA  ;    OR 

the  immediate  result  was  decidedly  favourable ; 
a  beneficial  change  became  manifest  in  the 
condition  of  the  sufferer ;  and  slight  as  it  was, 
the  illustrious  daughter  of  Austria  hailed  the 
auspicious  circumstance  as  the  omen  and  har- 
binger of  ultimate  recovery  and  of  future  bliss ; 
and  overflowing  with  gratitude,  she  poured 
forth  her  ardent  prayers  and  humble  aspira- 
tions in  thankfulness  to  Heaven.  A  mother's 
heart  is  the  last  sanctuary  of  hope — the  very 
altar  of  faith — a  shrine  wherein  despair  can 
seldom  penetrate,  or  at  least  take  up  its  abode. 
It  bears  within  itself  a  germ  of  confiding  love, 
which  requires  but  the  warmth  of  its  own  fer- 
vour, to  bloom  forth  like  the  rose  of  the  de- 
sert, cheering  the  wilderness  around,  shedding 
beauty  and  sweetness  where  all  beside  seems 
but  a  dreary  waste. 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 

Alas  !  they  had  been  friends  in  youth, 
But  whispering  tongues  can  poison  truth, 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  above, 
And  life  is  thorny,  and  youth  is  vain, 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love, 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  brain. 

Coleridge. 

Mais  toi,  console-moi — viens — consens  a  me  suivre, 
Arrache  de  mon  sein  le  trait  envenime'  ! 
Daigne  vivre  pour  moi !  pour  toi  laisse-moi  vivre  1 
J'ai  bien  assez  souffert,  vierge,  pour  6tre  aime\ 

Victor  Hugo. 

"  It  is  my  sincere  wish,  dear  Ella/'  ob- 
served the  Baroness,  as  the  mother  and  daugh- 
ter sat  communing  together — "  it  is  my  sincere 
wish  that  you  should  no  longer  delay  your 
acceptance  of  the  Prince  di  Corsini." 

n  3 


2/4  ELLA;    OR 

"  So  soon,  mother  ?"  gently  interposed  Ella, 
still  shrinking  from  the  proposed  alliance. 

"  Why  not?  you  will  obtain  the  grateful 
homage  of  an  ardent  heart.  What  a  pleasing 
task  to  direct  and  modify  its  movements  ?  A 
new  era  commences  for  you — a  new  study,  a 
new  duty,  awaits  you,"  continued  the  matron 
gravely. 

"  Be  it  so,"  replied  Ella ;  "  I  promised  ac- 
quiescence, and  am  ready  to  ratify  the  compact. 
Yet  dear  mother,  do  not  abridge  the  last  few 
days  of  peace,  of  freedom,  which  are  allowed 
me.  I  shall  soon  cease  to  enjoy  the  liberty 
even  of  thought." 

"  You  speak  as  if  the  Prince  were  other 
than  the  kindest,  the  best  of  men — as  if  he 
were  a  sombre  tyrant.  He  deserves  more 
tenderness,  or  rather  justice  from  you." 

"  He  certainly  deserves  a  warmer  sentiment 
than  the  cold  tribute  of  duty  which  alone  I  can 
offer  him/'  returned  Ella. 
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"  The  tribute  of  duty  need  not  preclude  the 
tribute  of  love/'  observed  Madame  von  Linden- 
berg.  "  It  is  not  always  the  romantic  enthu- 
siasm of  early  attachment,  which  proves  most 
conducive  to  connubial  happiness.  Many  are 
affianced  without  even  a  personal  acquaint- 
ance/' said  the  Baroness. 

"  But  then  the  affections  have  previously 
remained  disengaged,"  exclaimed  Ella,  in  a 
mournful  voice. 

"  And  yours  ought  to  be  disengaged/'  said 
her  mother,  with  a  slight  contraction  of  the 
brow. 

Ella  offered  no  comment ;  she  felt  the  error 
of  which  she  had  been  guilty,  as  she  remem- 
bered the  eternal  barrier  now  placed  between 
her  and  Rosendahl.  He  was  indeed  the  hus- 
band of  another,  and  her  thoughts  could  no 
longer  be  permitted  to  revert  to  him.  She 
quailed  under  the  calm  searching  glance  of  her 
mother. 
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"  You  must  not  permit  the  shadows  of  the 
past  to  cast  a  gloom  upon  your  future  path  of 
life/'  resumed  the  Baroness,  more  tenderly. 
"  As  the  wife  of  di  Corsini,  you  will  be  happy. 
He  possesses  all  the  virtues  that  usually  adurn 
humanity.  He  is  worthy  to  occupy  your 
thoughts — to  fill  your  whole  heart.  What  can 
you  require  that  he  does  not  possess  ?  Rank, 
fortune,  all  the  higher  qualities  of  the  mind  ; 
and  above  all,  an  unbounded  affection  for 
you." 

"  I  acknowledge,'5  replied  Ella — "  I  ac- 
knowledge his  merit,  and  my  own  deficiency. 
It  is  impossible  to  desire  more  excellence ;  I 
only  wish  to  be  capable  of  appreciating  it — " 
added  Ella,  with  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Fear  not,  dear  child,'5  interrupted  the 
Baroness ;  "  a  short  time  will  prove  how  much 
dearer  the  husband  always  is,  than  the 
lover  was.  But  do  not  seek  to  analyze  too 
closely  the  emotions  of  your  heart.     Affection 
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works  its  silent  way  when  unperceived.  Ever 
avoid  the  spirit  of  watchfulness,  in  connection 
with  the  affections :  endeavour  only  to  di- 
rect your  feelings  into  the  right  channel." 

"  I  would  fain  strive  to  obey  your  injunc- 
tions ;  but  can  the  feelings  be  thus  easily  re- 
pressed— suspended — transferred  from  one  ob- 
ject to  another  ?  Alas  ! — I  fear — I  feel  they 
cannot  \3} 

"  Trust  me/'  remonstrated  the  Baroness, 
"  you  will  be  far  more  happy  than  your  pre- 
sent feelings  allow  you  to  imagine.  The  sus- 
ceptibility of  your  impressions  only  serves  to 
bewilder  your  judgment.  Consider,  my  sweet 
child — what  will  become  of  you  when  I  am 
gone  ?  unfriended,  unprotected,  portionless, 
yet  gifted  with  so  much  beauty  ?  I  shudder 
at  the  perspective  that  suggests  itself  to  my 
fancy." 

"  Beauty !"  repeated  Ella,  "  fatal,  fearful 
gift !    I   loathe   it !     The   charm    which    once 
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captivated  him,  is  lost ;  and,  like  a  fairy  boon 
mis-used,  the  blessing  is  now  become  a  curse. 
Oh  !  had  Hived  on,  obscurely  and  unseen  V9 

"  Ella,  my  child,  my  pride — the  pride  of 
our  ancient  house — cheer  up — other — happier 
days  are  in  store.  Do  not  yield  a  triumph  to 
those  who  have  injured  us.  Let  them  not  sup- 
pose that  you  still  cherish  sentiments  at  which 
your  delicacy  should  blush.  Every  sigh,  every 
tear,  is  a  tacit  tribute  to  Rosendahl,  and  let  me 
add,  a  tacit  reproach  to  the  memory  of  your 
father/' 

Ella  pressed  her  hand  upon  her  heart,  but 
she  could  not  suppress  the  bursting  sob  of 
agony  which  escaped  her.  "  Must  I  then  con- 
tract a  new  engagement,  in  order  to  prove 
that  all  former  ones  are  obliterated  ?'*  she 
said. 

"  But  if  your  affections  be  free,  why  refuse 
to  bestow  them  on  the  Prince  di  Corsini  ? 
Were  your  father  living,   Ella,"    (and   as  she 
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spoke,  tears  of  tenderness  and  regret  filled  her 
eyes) — "  had  he  been  spared  to  us,  would  he 
not  have  urged  you  as  I  do  ?" 

As  Ella  was  about  to  speak,  the  Prince  en- 
tered unannounced,  with  the  air  of  a  man  con- 
fident of  ultimate  if  not  immediate  success. 

"  I  hope/'  said  he,  carelessly  opening  the 
conversation,  "  it  is  not  necessary  to  assure 
Mademoiselle  von  Lindenberg  of  the  sentiments 
she  has  inspired." 

Ella  shuddered  slightly  as  he  approached 
her.  The  delicate  rose-leaf  tint  on  her  cheek 
disappeared,  but  no  sound  passed  her  quiver- 
ing lips. 

"  My  daughter,"  returned  the  Baroness," 
solicitous  to  avert  the  awkwardness  of  a  pause, 
(C  my  daughter  cannot  feel  otherwise  than  grate- 
ful for  the  kindness  of  your  expressions — 
timidity  alone  prevents  her  from  framing  a 
suitable  reply." 

"  A  charm  the  more,"  thought  the   Prince, 
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who  like  all  men  that  have  mixed  much  with 
society,  admired  modesty  above  all  other 
feminine  perfections.  "  You  are  aware  ma- 
dam," continued  he  addressing  the  Baroness, 
"  of  the  object  of  my  present  visit.  May  I 
venture  to  plead  my  ardent  wishes — hopes  I 
would  fain  call  them — to  her  on  whom  my 
happiness  depends?" 

"  I  have  sought  to  convey  your  flattering 
proposals  to  my  daughter,"  rejoined  the 
matron  with  dignity.  "  She  is  fully  sensible 
of  the  honour  conferred  by  your  Excellency." 

"  Beautiful  Ella,  may  I  aspire — may  I  pre- 
sume so  far?  may  I  seek  to  win  you  ?"  ex- 
claimed di  Corsini.  "  I  am  but  little  formed 
to  be  a  wooer.  The  language  of  the  field  is 
more  familiar  to  my  lips  than  the  accents  of 
flattery;  yet  rough  and  untutored  as  I  am  in 
the  school  of  love,  rny  heart  is  wholly  yours.' 
As  he  spoke,  his  commanding  figure  assumed 
additional   majesty,  and    his    marked   counte- 
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nance  beamed  with  tenderness.  His  eyes, 
clear,  bright  and  almost  undefinable,  seemed  to 
plunge  into  her  very  soul;  and  Ella  almost 
felt  the  fascination  of  his  gaze ; — so  true  it  is 
that,  next  to  loving,  there  is  a  charm  in  the 
conviction  of  being  loved.  Unable  to  speak, 
she  could  only  express  a  few  inarticulate 
sounds,  to  which  the  Prince  listened  with 
avidity,  and  construed  in  the  manner  most 
favourable  to  his  views. 

"  Sanctioned  by  the  approbation  of  your 
only  remaining  parent, "  (and  he  laid  a  stress 
on  the  two  last  words) — a  encouraged  by  the 
good  wishes  of  your  brother,  I  wait  but  to 
obtain  the  confirmation  of  my  happiness  from 
your  own  lips.  Speak, — will  you  accept  the 
devotion  of  a  heart  that  never  throbbed  for 
any  woman  but  yourself?" 

"  Ella,"  whispered  the  Baroness,  her  soft 
blue  eyes  suffused  in  tears,  "  why  do  you  hesi- 
tate ?  do  not  refuse  to  gratify  me,  your  mo- 
ther." 
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By  this  time  di  Corsini  had  seized  the  un- 
resisting hand  of  Mademoiselle  von  Lindenberg, 
and  as  he  pressed  it  repeatedly  to  his  lips  with 
all  the  ardour  of  his  nature,  he  felt  the  small 
cold  fingers  quiver  and  contract  within  his 
clasp. 

"  You  must  forgive  this  agitation,"  inter- 
rupted the  mother,  as  if  the  Prince  might  inter- 
pret Ella's  evident  confusion  into  reluctance. 

"  Forgive  \"  cried  he, — "  1  have  nothing  to 
forgive,  but  every  thing  to  adore.  Ella,  dearest 
Ella,  will  you  crown  my  felicity — consent  to  be 
mine  ?" 

"  Before  I  can  reply  with  propriety  to  this 
flattering  token  of  the  Prince  di  Corsini's  es- 
teem/' slowly  answered  Ella,  in  deep  measured 
accents,  "  I  must  implore  him  to  allow  me  a 
short  interval  for  reflection,  on  a  subject  which 
involves  the  future  peace  of — all." 

She  spoke  deliberately  but  with  firmness. 
The  Baroness  smiled  serenely  through  her 
tears,  whilst  di  Corsini  observed, 
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"  I  love,  I  respect  Mademoiselle  von  Lin- 
denberg  too  sincerely  to  hurry  a  decision  on 
which  her  happiness  as  well  as  mine  depends. 
If  time,  if  constancy,  if  my  heart's  devotion  can 
win  her" — 

"  My  daughter  must  be  convinced  of  your 
considerate  kindness/'  interposed  the  Baroness, 
"  but  she  must  not  trespass  too  much  on  the 
affection  she  has  been  so  fortunate  as  to  in- 
spire.'5 

As  her  mother  uttered  these  words,  Ella 
again  turned  pale,  and  casting  her  eyes  on  the 
ground,  awaited  the  termination  of  a  scene  on 
which  her  whole  futurity  depended. 

"  Command  me,  dear  Ella,"  cried  the  Prince 
gently  approaching  her.  u  I  ask  nothing  of  you, 
— make  no  effort  to  love  me — only  permit  the 
indulgence  of  a  hope  without  which  life  would 
lose  its  value. — Yet  hold," — exclaimed  he  sud- 
denly, whilst  strong  emotion,  of  a  new  kind 
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was  visible  in  his   countenance — "  perhaps — ■ 
you  may  have —other  views — or  ties." — 

"  None !  none/'  eagerly  interrupted  Madame 
von  Lindenberg.  "  My  daughter  is  free,  per- 
fectly free." 

"  I  would  not  constrain  her  affections/' — 
murmured  the  Prince — u  she  is  young, — she 
may — I  wish  that  my  attachment  should  prove 
a  source  of  happiness,  not  of  misery. — Ella, — 
I  would  not,  though  my  happiness  were  the 
price,  cause  one  tear  from  those  eyes  r" 

Touched  by  his  generosity  Ella  rejoined — 
"  It  is  the  conviction  of  your  worth  which 
partly  causes  this  hesitation.  I  would  fain 
treat  your  kindness  with  the  candour  it  de- 
serves. " 

The  Baroness  bit  her  lip ;  "  Gratitude  you 
mean/'  she  interrupted. 

"  The  gratitude,"  repeated  Ella  mechani- 
cally, correcting  herself  according  to  her  mo- 
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ther's  suggestion.  "  I  should  wish  to  regulate 
the  feelings  of  my  heart  so  as  to  render  my 
hand  more  acceptable  to  one  so  disinterested. " 
"  Nay  !  my  own  Ella,"  exclaimed  he  warm- 
ly, "  these  precious  tears,  that  changeful  cheek, 
are  mute  testimonies  of  the  tenderness  of  the 
heart  I  seek  to  make  my  own.  I  hail  these 
harbingers  of  future  confidence  and  bliss."  As 
he  spoke,  the  import  of  the  two  last  words  did 
not  escape  her  for  whom  they  were  intended. 

"  Grant  me  a  little  time — a  few  hours  for 
deliberation,"  replied  she. 

"  I  will  patiently  bide  your  pleasure,"  re- 
sumed di  Corsini.  "  Remember  that  my  fate  is 
suspended  on  your  decision,"  continued  he 
with  an  appealing  look. 

"  A  few  hours,"  resumed  the  Baroness, 
"  must  amply  suffice  to  deliberate  and  decide 
upon  a  step  so  conducive  to  her  happiness  and 
to  mine."  The  Baroness  laid  a  peculiar  em- 
phasis on  the  last  word.     So   saying  she  rose, 
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and  with  a  gesture  of  mingled  conciliation  and 
dignity,  which  admitted  no  further  comment, 
Madame  von  Lindenberg  terminated  the  in- 
terview, much  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties. 
The  Prince  retired  full  of  hope  and  increased 
affection;  whilst  Ella  felt  relieved  from  the 
distressing  subject  so  closely  pressed  upon 
her. 

The  intervening  time  allowed  to  Ella  she 
dedicated  to  reflection  and  pious  exercises,  en- 
deavouring thereby  to  strengthen  her  soul,  and 
prepare  her  mind  for  the  solemn  obligations 
she  was  about  to  contract.  Already  she  be- 
gan to  discipline  her  feelings  into  patient  sub- 
mission to  the  wishes  of  her  family,  if  not  into 
cheerful  acquiescence.  Gradually  the  image  of 
Albert  recurred  less  frequently  to  her  thoughts, 
and  she  succeeded  in  teaching  her  heart  to 
close  against  those  seductive  recollections 
which  had  so  often  assailed  it ;  till  rebellious 
nature,  at  last  subdued,  was  no  longer  able   to 
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sustain  the  cruel  conflict ;  and  she  at  length 
contemplated  the  sacred  duties  awaiting  her, 
with  something  like  firmness  and  serenity. 
The  contest  between  filial  obedience  and  early 
affection  ceased.  Albert  was  lost  for  ever,  and 
nought  else  remained,  either  to  cherish  or  to 
relinquish.  In  accepting  the  hand  of  Corsini, 
she  made  no  sacrifice  either  of  happiness  or 
of  expectancy;  she  possessed  neither;  she 
broke  no  vow,  gratified  no  passion,  she  merely 
surrendered  the  privilege  of  regret.  Her  only 
desire  now,  was  to  spare  the  Prince  from  the 
withering  sense  of  her  utter  indifference ;  to 
shield  him  from  the  pang  of  ill-requited  love ; 
and  if  incapable  of  bestowing  her  tenderness,  to 
conceal  if  possible  the  hopeless  sterility  of  her 
heart  from  the  penetration  of  one  so  worthy  of 
its  best  and  most  noble  sentiments. 

In  this  frame  of  mind,  which  if  not  exactly 
amounting  to  contentment,  was  at  least  di- 
vested of  all  bitterness,  she  calmly  listened  to 
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her  mother's  conversation  during  the  remain- 
der of  the  day,  and  towards  evening  cheerfully- 
accompanied  her  to  the  favourite  promenade  on 
the  glacis.  Linked  arm  in  arm  they  proceeded 
slowly,  each  engrossed  with  a  peculiar  train  of 
thought,  each  busy  with  the  future.  Intent  on 
the  bright  prospects  which  were  unfolding  to 
her  view,  Madame  von  Lindenberg  spoke  little; 
the  activity  of  her  mind  found  ample  employ- 
ment, without  seeking  utterance,  or  craving 
interchange  of  thought;  whilst  Ella,  equally 
silent  but  not  less  preoccupied,  gazed  mourn- 
fully on .  the  scene  before  her.  Formerly,  at 
the  same  hour,  and  on  the  same  spot,  Albert 
had  been  the  companion  of  her  walk ;  but  she 
chased  the  unwelcome  recollection  and  rivetted 
her  thoughts  on   the  present. 

It  was  not  yet  twilight,  when  the  mother 
and  daughter  returned  homewards,  and  as  they 
passed  through  the  square  in  which  Count  Ro- 
sendahl's  noble  mansion  was  situated,  Ella  me- 
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chanically  looked  towards  the  well  known  edi- 
fice. A  sudden  thrill  seemed  to  transfix  her 
to  the  pavement,  as  she  recognized  her  lover, 
in  the  act  of  assisting  a  very  young  and  beau- 
tiful woman  into  an  open  carriage,  wherein 
he  familiarly  seated  himself  by  her  side,  and 
drove  off  at  full  speed. 

For  a  moment  she  felt  that  the  power  of  mo- 
tion was  suspended  ;  her  heart  throbbed  vio- 
lently, as  if  all  the  energies  of  life  were  con- 
centrated there.  She  looked  earnestly  at  Ro- 
sendahl,  and  watched  his  receding  form  until 
it  disappeared  in  the  angle  of  the  street ;  but 
no  look  of  intelligence  had  greeted  her  anxious 
eyes  ;  exclusively  engaged  with  his  fair  compa- 
nion, he  had  not  even  perceived  the  object  of 
his  former  adoration.  A  cold  tremour  crept 
through  her  veins  as  she  mentally  exclaimed, 
"  That  is  then  his  wife — his  wife,"  and  the  poor 
forsaken  one  shuddered  with  indescribable  an- 
guish. 

VOL.    II.  O 
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A  casual  glance  had  assured  Ella  that  the 
young  Countess  was  in  the  very  first  bloom  of 
beauty.    There  was  no  illusion,  no   flattering 
comparison  to  be  established.     Albert  had  se- 
lected elegance  and  loveliness,  and  he  gazed 
upon  his  charming  bride  with  undisguised  ad- 
miration.    There  could  no  longer  exist  a  doubt 
in  her  mind  of  his  perfect  alienation.      The 
tenderness  she   had  once  solely  inspired  was 
transferred  to  another,  a  more  happy  being.  Va- 
nity and  affection  were  equally  humbled ;  for 
there   was  no  redeeming  feature  to  which  self- 
love  might  attach  itself;    there   was  not  the 
most  distant  possibility  of  her  still   occupying 
the  smallest  portion  of  that  shrine  once  exclu- 
sively her  own.     Rosendahl's  choice,  she  felt, 
was  evidently  influenced  by  personal  preference, 
independent  of  any  other  consideration.     The 
marked  expression  of  his  features  as  he   gazed 
on  the  lady,  betrayed  far  more  than  the  simple 
medium  of  language  could  convey. 

"  How  often  have  /  seen  him  look  thus  V9 


THE    EMPERORS    SON.  291 

thought  Ella.  "  How  often  I  have  met  that 
bright  and  kindling  glance  !  how  often  my  pre- 
sence has  excited  that  eloquent  smile! but 

she  is  his  wife !.  . .  .and  he  is  happy." 

A  deep  struggling  sigh  burst  from  her  aching 
breast.  As  she  hurried  onwards,  the  Baroness 
felt  the  arm  on  which  she  leant  for  support 
tremble  and  quiver  under  the  slight  pressure, 
but  not  a  word  reached  her  attentive  ear.  .  The 
measure  of  mortification  was  filled  up,  and 
Ella  spoke  not  even  to  her  mother. 

As  the  parent  and  child  retired  for  the  night, 
the  kiss  which  Madame  von  Lindenberg  im- 
pressed upon  her  daughters  pale  cheek  was 
more  fervent  than  usual;  yet  a  shade  of  dis- 
pleasure obscured  her  brow — a  flash  of  indig- 
nation illumined  her  eyes;  for  a  moment  she 
hesitated ;  but  as  she  subdued  the  rising  emo- 
tion, she  observed,  with  her  usual  self-com- 
mand, and  persuasive  tone, — "  I  shall  acquaint 
the   Prince    di   Corsini   with   your    final    and 

o   2 
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favourable  determination.  Prepare  to  receive 
him  to-morrow  as  your  affianced  husband." 

An  affirmative,  soft,  deep,  yet  unhesitating, 
greeted  the  maternal  expectation,  and  she  added 
fervently  yet  tenderly — "  God  bless  you,  dear 
obedient  child  !".  . . . 

The  door  closed,  and  Ella  writhed  on  her 
feverish  couch,  unable  to  rest.  A  thousand 
undefined,  yet  wretched  impressions  floated  in 
her  mind,  as  if  menacing  her  with  a  vague 
sense  of  impending  calamity,  as  well  as  actual 
misery.  Oppressed  with  the  wild  sugges- 
tions of  fancy,  she  turned  from  side  to  side,  as 
if  to  escape  the  mysterious  influence  of  her 
own  excited  imagination.  But  the  same 
object  seemed  constantly  before  her;  the  ra- 
diant countenance  of  Albert's  bride  appeared 
to  haunt  her  with  its  fatal  brightness ;  the  full 
liquid  orbs  beamed  upon  her — the  keen  yet 
playful  glance  penetrated  her  very  soul — the 
lips,  wreathed  into  a  smile  of  cruel  mockery, 
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moved  as  if  in  derision.  Ella  turned  again,  un- 
easy and  convulsed.  The  vision  vanished  with 
the  effort,  and  she  closed  her  eyes  once  more. 
Another  image  succeeded — Albert  stood  before 
her — his  face,  pale  and  worn,  expressed  strong 
and  passionate  emotion — he  frowned — but  the 
beautiful  form  of  the  lady  interposed  between 
them,  and  the  figure  of  Rosendahl  grew  dim, 
and  indistinct — then  all  faded  away — Ella 
slept.  She  dreamed  that  she  was  wedded  to 
Corsini. 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 

All  heav'n 
And  happy  constellations  on  that  hour 
Shed  their  most  select  influence 

Milton. 

Le  lendemain  un  autre  avait  recti  sa  foi. 
Par  le  vceu  de  ta  mere  k  Tautel  eminence, 
Fille  tendre  et  pieuse,  Spouse  r£sign£e, 
Sois  heureuse  par  lui,  sois  heureuse  sans  moi. 

1\  Delorme. 

The  day  appointed  for  the  nuptial  ceremony 
which  was  to  unite  Mademoiselle  von  Linden- 
berg  to  the  Prince  di  Corsini  dawned  bright 
and  auspicious.  Not  a  cloud  obscured  the 
blue  vault  of  heaven ;  though  a  slight  vapour 
hung  like  a  gossamer  veil  on  the  distant  hills, 
not  a  breath  disturbed  the  still  foliage  glittering 
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with  dew.  The  marble  palaces,  the  air  built 
pinnacles,  and  the  majestic  domes  of  the  im- 
perial city,  gleamed  red  in  the  rich  glow  of 
morning,  as  the  flushed  east  threw  a  flood  of 
brilliancy  upon  the  world, — which  gradually 
extended  itself,  until  the  whole  horizon  became 
illuminated,  and  the  sun  rose  in  golden  splen- 
dour. 

The  busy  hum  of  human  industry  had  not 
yet  intruded  on  the  ear ;  the  active  cares  of  life 
still  slumbered  on,  forgetful  of  the  present, 
snatching  another  hour  of  oblivion  from  the 
sad  duties  of  existence. 

The  feeling  of  early  morning  may  be  com- 
pared to  that  with  which  we  invest  the  far 
distant  period,  ere  sin  and  disobedience  had 
obscured  the  loveliness  of  the  creation,  and  the 
vile  passions  of  man  had  defaced  the  works  of 
God.  It  is  a  holy  sight,  when  the  teeming 
earth,  awakening  with  the  dawn,  commences 
its  diurnal  revolution ;—  the  spirit  of  peace  and 
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beauty  moving  over  its  glorious  face,  whilst 
the  enmity  of  man  still  sleepeth,  and  nature 
asserts  her  silent  sovereignty.  The  endless 
game  of  worldly  advantage,  the  deadly  strife  of 
contending  interests,  the  petty  warfare  of  hu- 
manity, have  not  yet  started  to  the  vain  con- 
flict. The  baneful  as  well  as  the  beneficent 
works  of  civilization  are  alike  suspended  during 
the  heavenly  truce ;  whilst  darkness  melts  and 
brightens  into  light.  At  such  moments  the 
heart  bounds  with  a  sentiment  of  thankfulness 
which,  if  not  exactly  happiness,  touches  nearly 
on  its  confines. 

Ella,  who  had  risen  before  the  sun,  having 
employed  the  few  remaining  hours  of  freedom 
in  solitary  prayer  and  meditation,  was  now 
seated  before  a  large  mirror,  which  reflected 
her  whole  person ;  and  a  more  beautiful  image 
had  never  graced  its  polished  surface.  The 
chamber  was  filled  with  bridal  garments,  and 
costly  offerings  of  every  possible  description. 
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A  profusion  of  jewels  were  spread  upon  a 
table  j  the  rich  casket  which  had  contained 
them  lay  open  at  her  feet.  Nothing  could 
exceed  the  splendour  of  those  ornaments, — 
which  bespoke  at  once  the  taste  and  the  mu- 
nificence of  their  donor.  But  Ella  looked 
coldly  on  them,  whilst  an  officious  waiting- 
maid  poured  out  enthusiastic  praises  of  them 
as  she  drew  forth  the  glittering  baubles  one 
by  one — placing  them  in  succession  for  the 
approbation  and  selection  of  her  mistress. 

Ella  mechanically  took  the  proferred  trink- 
ets, and  relinquished  them  without  a  single 
observation,  either  of  pleasure  or  regret;  and 
when,  at  the  reiterated  request  of  her  atten- 
dant, she  chose  (almost  at  random)  one  from 
amongst  the  number,  and  sought  to  fix  it  in 
her  hair,  her  trembling  hand  refused  its  office, 
and  the  radiant  object  fell  from  amid  her  soft 
tresses  on  the  floor.  She  spoke  not,  but  a 
slight  tremour  was  just  perceptible,  as  she  re- 
o  3 
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membered  the  simple  rose  which  formerly  was 
her  sole  adornment,  and  which  he  had  once 
preferred  to  a  whole  regalia  of  jewels. 

The  appointed  hour  had  struck,  when  Ma- 
dame von  Lindenberg  entered  her  daughter's 
apartment.  The  costly  diadem  was  adjusted, 
and  the  mother's  eye  minutely  examined  the 
various  details  of  the  toilet,  every  fold  of  which 
was  adjusted,  every  ringlet  gracefully  disposed. 

"  You  are  not  looking  well,  my  love,"  ob- 
served the  Baroness.  "  I  could  almost  have 
wished  to  give  that  cheek  an  artificial  bright- 
ness on  this  occasion  ;"  but  as  she  spoke,  a 
burning  blush  suffused  the  beautiful  face  and 
bust  of  Ella. 

"  No,  mother,  no  !  we  will  practice  no— no 
further  deception/'  said  she,  in  that  low  me- 
lancholy key  which  seemed  to  reach  far  be- 
yond the  outward  sense  of  hearing. 

"  Deception !"  echoed  the  Baroness,  in  a 
tone  touched  with  severity;  "we  have  been 
guilty  of  none." 
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"  Did  you  not  conceal  the  circumstance  of 
my  former — engagement  ?"  murmured  Ella, 
her  features  resuming  their  faded  hue. 

"  There  was  no  concealment,  child,  but  it 
was  useless  to  harass  the  Prince  with  bye  gone^ 
tales.  Surely  the  marriage  of— either  party 
must  be  sufficient  guarantee  for  the  oblivion 
of  both."  A  slight  frown  accompanied  this 
sentence. 

"  Per — haps  !"  answered  Ella  with  a  sigh. 

"  Rosendahl  has  himself  given  the  example," 
rejoined  Madame  von  Lindenberg,  compressing 
her  lips. 

"  That  name — that  name — oh  mother,  for- 
bear!" almost  shrieked  the  poor  girl,  hiding  her 
face  in  her  mother's  bosom. 

"  Be  wiser  then — cheer  up,  my  child — we 
shall  yet  be  happy.  This  weakness  terrifies 
while  it  grieves  me.  The  Prince  adores  you ; 
let  me  implore  you,  then,  not  to  check  the 
warm  current  of  his  affection,  by  ungracious 


300  ELLA  )   OR 

coldness,  or  ill-timed  and  unnecessary  dis- 
closures/' 

"  I  feel  as  if  I  had  not  placed  sufficient  con- 
fidence in — my — in  the  man  whom  I  have 
consented  to  make — my — husband.  I  owe 
him  the  full  confession  of  the  past,''  said 
Ella. 

"  It  would  be  worse  than  useless,"  ex- 
claimed Madame  von  Lindenberg,  u  it  would  be 
dangerous  and  derogatory.  Would  you  pro- 
claim the  feebleness  of  your  own  heart? 
Would  you  acknowledge  that  you  still  love, 
when  your  hand  has  been  rejected — yourself 
— forgotten?" 

"  I  have  long  ceased  to — love  him,"  inter- 
rupted Ella,  hurriedly.  "  You  misjudge  my 
feelings.  I  should  deserve  the  contempt  with 
which  I  have  been  treated — I  should  become 
the  mean  thing  his  father  would  have  made  me 
— were  I  to  retain  a  vestige  of  those  senti- 
ments I — once — " 
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"  I  believe  you,  Ella.  The  daughter  of  von 
Lindenberg  could  not  forfeit  her  self-respect  so 
far  as  to  love  the — husband  of  another  !" 

As  Madame  von  Lindenberg  uttered  these 
words,  she  gazed  mournfully  upon  her  daugh- 
ter. The  glance  was  full  of  a  meaning  that 
could  not  be  mistaken.  "  Your  happiness — 
mine — the  happiness  of  all  depends  upon  your 
— upon  your  silence,"  continued  she  with  em- 
phasis. u  Promise  me,  promise  me,  dear 
Ella,  thai  no  unguarded  moment  of  con- 
nubial confidence  shall  wring  from  you  the 
secret  of  your  heart  ?  The  consequences  might 
be — nay,  they  would  be  disastrous  —  fatal. 
Even  di  Corsini  must  not  know  that  you 
have  been  rejected  and  despised.5' 

"  Despised  ?'  echoed  the  daughter,  and  she 
bent  her  head  in  conscious  shame.  i£  So  be 
it :  I  will  be  the  faithful  guardian  of  my  own 
honour  "  The  compact  was  sealed  by  a  mu- 
tual kiss  of  affection ;  and  the  trembling  maid- 
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en,  leaning  upon  her  mother's  arm  for  sup- 
port, proceeded  to  meet  the  impatient  Corsini, 
who  was  pacing  to  and  fro  with  hasty  steps. 

In  obedience  rather  to  the  established  custom 
than  the  inclination  of  the  parties,  a  few  relatives 
were  invited  to  witness  the  ceremony ;  and  a 
murmur  of  admiration  greeted  Ella's  introduc- 
tion to  the  assembled  circle.  Leopold  stood 
proudly  by  his  sister's  side,  triumphant  in  her 
acknowledged  superiority,  and  encouraging  her 
faltering  steps  with  words  of  kindness  and 
approbation.  There  is  something  singularly 
interesting  in  the  aspect  of  a  bride  attired  in  her 
bridal  robes.  A  woman  of  ordinary  attractions 
acquires  additional  charms  on  that  occasion, 
which  blends  two  separate  destinies  into  one ; 
and  a  beautiful  woman  becomes  ten- fold  more 
beautiful.  Yet  how  many  hopes  are  then 
raised,  never  to  be  realized  !  how  many  ardent 
promises  are  made,  never  to  be  fulfilled  !  how 
many   blessings    are    implored    never    to    be 
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granted !  How  smiling  is  the  prospect — yet 
what  a  change  is  often  at  hand !  Hopes 
blighted — feelings  crushed — passion  dead,  or 
if  surviving,  only  to  deplore  the  desolation 
which  time  has  wrought. 

^  A  bride  is  indeed  often  a  thing  to  weep  over, 
rather  than  rejoice — a  pall  not  seldom  speaks 
of  less  misery  than  a  wedding  veil.  The  one 
covers  the  dead— that  which  has  ceased  to  feel 
— the  other  decorates  a  living  victim  about  to 
be  immolated  at  the  shrine  of  human  inconsis- 
tency !  Young,  confiding,  and  affectionate, 
the  bride  voluntarily  surrenders  her  whole 
futurity  to  the  safe-guard  of  the  husband  ; 
she  has  bound  herself  to  honour  and  obey. 
Linked  by  the  most  sacred  ties — ties  which  no 
earthly  power  can  sever — her  attachment  is  yet 
liable  to  every  casuality,  exposed  to  every 
blast,  and  shaken  by  every  change.  A  harsh 
word,  an  averted  look,  a  trifling  negligence 
may   chill   or    estrange   a   susceptible    nature. 
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What  then  if  perverseness  and  disappointment 
mingle  its  gall  in  the  cup  of  pleasure  ? 

Oh  ye  that  are  thus  joined  in  holy  wedlock, 
beware  how  ye  tamper  with  the  portion  of 
felicity  which  each  has  entrusted  to  the  guard- 
ianship of  the  other  !  If  either  is  tempted  to 
trifle  with  the  heart's  affections,  and  make  a 
sport  of  its  finer  sensibilities,  a  writhing  vic- 
tim or  a  relentless  foe  must  be  the  result ;  and 
to  complete  the  punishment,  a  chain  unites 
the  tortured  and  the  torturer. 

As  the  bridal  train  slowly  advanced  through 
the  crowded  aisle  of  the  church,  Ella  perceived 
not  the  anxious  gaze  of  ill-repressed  curiosity 
that  followed  her  steps.  Wholly  occupied 
with  one  deep  and  all-absorbing  interest,  she 
heard  not  the  sudden  hush  of  many  voices, 
awed  to  silence  as  she  moved  along — she  heard 
not  the  low  soft  whisper  of  conjecture,  nor  the 
struggling  expressions  of  admiration  that  her 
youth,  her  beauty,  and  her  meek  deportment, 
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elicited  from  all  around.  The  lights  blazed 
upon  the  altar  ;  volumes  of  incense  rolled  in 
fragrant  clouds  towards  the  high  and  fretted 
roof;  the  organ  pealed  loud,  and  swelling;  and 
the  mellow  tones  of  the  choir  rose  full  in 
chorus,  until  the  rich  harmony  ascended  in  one 
sweeping  chord  to  heaven.  But  Ella,  kneeling 
by  the  side  of  di  Corsini,  saw  not  the  gorgeous 
ceremonial  of  the  church;  her  humble  spirit 
was  rapt  in  prayer — earnest,  lowly,  fervent 
prayer.  She  prayed  for  di  Corsini,  and  for  his 
happiness — she  prayed  for  strength — for  grace 
— and  above  all,  she  prayed  to — forget ! 

The  die  was  cast.  Her  cold  yet  unreluctant 
hand  was  placed  within  that  of  the  Prince. 
She  felt  not  the  impassioned  pressure  of  his 
lips — she  marked  not  the  fond  look  of  love 
beaming  upon  her — the  future — the  vast  un- 
fathomable future,  like  a  profound  abyss,  had 
swallowed  up  the  past — all  else  was  blank.  . . . 

The  cheering  accents  of  her  mother's  voice 
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at  length  roused  her  to  a  sense  of  duty,  and 
inspired  her  with  resolution  to  conclude  the 
awful  ceremony  with  becoming  grace.  She 
received  the  affectionate  salutations  of  her 
brother  with  gratitude  and  tenderness,  and 
smiled,  smiled  kindly,  on  her  new  relatives. 
The  effort  might  have  been  painful  at  the  time, 
but  none  perceived  the  struggle,  and  Ella  was 
already  rewarded  for  the  exertion  by  the  ap- 
proving glance  of  her  delighted  husband. 

On  quitting  the  church,  the  whole  party 
adjourned  to  the  mansion  which  di  Corsini  had 
newly  decorated  for  his  nuptials ;  and  at  the 
magnificent  banquet  which  ensued,  the  bride's 
manner  was  courteous  and  conciliating — 
equally  removed  from  melancholy  and  coldness, 
as  it  was  from  mirth  and  familiarity.  No 
token  of  impatience  or  forgetfulness  marked 
the  duration  of  a  feast  which  to  her  really  ap- 
peared interminable ;  and  though  she  suffered 
all  the  complicated  misery  which  the  novelty 


307 

and  pain  of  her  position  might  be  supposed  to 
inflict,  not  a  sigh,  not  a  gesture  betrayed  the 
hidden  anguish. 

The  Baroness  alone  suspected  the  truth,  and 
prized  the  efforts  of  her  child  in  proportion  as 
she  knew  the  extent  of  the  trial ; — whilst  Leo- 
pold, happy,  thoughtless,  yet  affectionate,  re- 
joiced in  the  prosperity  of  his  sister,  uncons- 
cious of  the  aching  breast  that  heaved  beneath 
the  bridal  adornments. 

At  length  the  desired  hour  of  separation 
arrived,  and  when  the  guests  had  departed, 
Madame  von  Lindenberg  requested  a  few  mi- 
nutes' private  conference  with  her  daughter,  ere 
she  surrendered  the  maternal  prerogative  for 
ever.  The  interview  was  granted,  and  Ella 
stood  alone  in  her  mother's  presence. 

"  Dear,  dear  child  1"  exclaimed  the  latter 
bursting  into  a  flood  of  tears — "  what  can  I 
say  ?  You  have  fulfilled  my  warmest  hopes, 
you  have  answered  to  my  fondest  feelings.    Oh 
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Ella,  I  have  lived  to  see  this  day — to  see  you, 
my  poor  desolate  girl,  the  honoured  wife  of  di 
Corsini.  Heaven  has  heard  my  prayer" — and 
as  she  spoke,  the  Baroness  folded  the  Princess 
in  her  arms. 

"  It  is  well !  the  sacrifice  has  cost  less  than 
I  feared  it  would,"  gently  rejoined  the  bride, 
with  a  languid  smile  that  vainly  contended 
against  her  rising  tears. 

"  You  are  not  happy  !  oh  my  child,  if  your 
destiny  should  not  prove  prosperous,  I  shall 
reproach  myself.  It  is  I  that  have  persuaded 
you.  Perhaps — I — have — erred — do  not  up- 
braid me — do  not  accuse  my  motherly  ambi- 
tion." 

"  I  am  not  unhappy,"  said  the  bride  with  a 
slight  effort,  "  I  am  perfectly  resigned. " 

"  Do  not  smile  thus — I  feel  that  calm  plead- 
ing look  penetrate  my  very  heart.  Oh  be  happy, 
be  happy  if  you  can,  for  my  sake  and  for  his." 

As  she  faintly    articulated    the  last  words, 
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Madame  von  Lindenberg  gazed  imploringly  in 
the  face  of  Ella  and  thought  she  traced  a  stron- 
ger resemblance  than  ever  to  the  lost  husband 
of  her  youth.  The  features,  still  even  to  sere- 
nity, preserved  the  expression  of  though tfulness 
and  decision  which  had  distinguished  his  coun- 
tenance. The  brighter  graces  of  girlhood  had 
disappeared ; — the  transient  blush,  the  sportive 
laugh  that  seemed  to  play  like  sunshine  on  the 
bright  eyes  and  round  the  beautiful  mouth — 
even  the  faint  smile  which  but  a  moment  before 
illumined  her  countenance  had  fled.  She  re- 
mained statue-like  and  passionless, 

fC  For  his  and  for  yours,'5  answered  Ella 
mildly — "  I  owe  obedience  to  you  both.'5 

ce  Can  I  depend  on  your  prudence  ?  remem- 
ber that  the  vow  you  pronounced  this  day  de- 
mands a  perfect  abandonment  of  all  prior  inte- 
rests— of  all  selfish  consideration.  Silence  is 
now  your  bounden  duty," 

"  Again  I  renew  the  solemn  pledge  which 
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binds  me  to  him.  I  repeat  once  more  in  the 
sight  of  Heaven,  that  no  word,  no  act,  no. 
thought  of  mine  shall  ever  disturb  the  peace, 
the  confidence  of  Corsini; — whatsoever  my  fate 
may  be — whatever  trials  may  be  reserved  for 
me — he  at  least  shall  be  spared  the  pang  of 
participating  in  them." 

"  Dear  generous  girl  V*  exclaimed  her  mo- 
ther. 

"  No !  I  do  not  deserve  such  encomiums,  I 
am  only  grateful.  Why  should  he  be  doomed 
to  suffer  ?  one  victim  is  enough !"  and  Ella 
pressed  her  wedding  ring  convulsively. 

"  You  will — you  must  be  happy — virtue  will 
prove  its  own  reward,"  said  the  Baroness 
warmly. 

"  Nay,  mother  I  am  not  so  sanguine.  I  shall 
however  be  content,"  added  she  with  a  look  of 
mournful  resignation. 

"  Do  not  lose  sight  of  the  truth  that  a  wo- 
man  beloved  has   infinitely   more    felicity    in 
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store  than  she  who  only  loves.  Keep  this 
axiom  in  mind.  It  may  seem  worldly,  but  it 
is  not  less  true.  Consider  at  all  times  that  you 
are  dear  to  the  Prince,  and  never  allow  him  to 
suppose  that  he  is  not  equally  dear  to  you. 
This  is  the  principal  secret  of  female  rule — and 
what  is  infinitely  better,  of  female  happiness." 

"  And  must  I  believe  then,  that  womanly 
power  is  founded  upon  the  weakness  of  man, 
and  that  there  may  be  cases  where  our  greatest 
strength  lies  in  concealment  ?  alas  !  can  virtue 
then  be  a  negative  quality?"  exclaimed  Ella, 
sadly. 

u"  Not  so — but  it  is  more  difficult  to  refrain 
than  to  act ;  forbearance  is  woman's  especial 
province.  1  do  not  advocate  concealment;  but 
I  recommend  a  dignified  reserve.  Exert  your 
discretion,  and  your  energy.  The  path  of  hap- 
piness lies  open  before  you:  follow  it  fearlessly. 
Adieu  !" 

A  momentary  pause  ensued.  A  few  natural 
tears  relieved  Ella's  oppressed  bosom  of  half 
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its  burden,  as  she  took  a  last  farewell  of  her 
who  until  then  had  been  the  tender  guide,  the 
monitress  of  her  inexperienced  youth. 

The  Princess  received  the  maternal  blessing 
with  humility  and  gratitude,  and  consigned 
herself  without  a  murmur  to  the  guardianship 
of  her  husband. 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

Her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed, 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 

Shahspeare. 

Generous  as  brave, 

Affection,  kindness,  the  sweet  offices 

Of  love  and  duty. 

Rogers. 

Deeply  enamoured  of  his  beauteous  wife, 
the  Prince  di  Corsini  displayed  every  attention 
to  her  which  united  tenderness  and  gallantry 
could  suggest.  Anxious  to  avoid  the  contact 
of  strangers,  the  newly  married  pair  quitted 
Vienna  without  delay,  to  seek  temporary  re- 
tirement at  a  picturesque  villa,  situated  on 
the  banks  of  the  Danube,  within  a  few  leagues 
of  the  city. 

VOL.    II.  P 
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It  seemed  as  if  nature  and  art  had  combined 
to   render   this    spot    most    attractive.      The 
grounds  undulated  gracefully,  and  sloped  with 
a   gentle   declivity  to   the  very   brink   of  the 
stream,  which  rolled  on  its  unchecked  course 
in  native  majesty,  conveying  riches  and  civi- 
lization back  to  the  ancient  shores  from  whence 
both   originally   sprang.      Noble    forest   trees 
which  had  attained  full  maturity,  clustered  on 
the   surrounding   heights,    forming   a    sort  of 
frame  to' the  richly  variegated  landscape  ;  and 
picturesque  clumps   studded    the   lawn.     The 
luxuriant  foliage  of  all,  glowing  with  the  magic 
tints  of  departing  summer,  gave  warmth  and 
colouring  to  the  scene.     A  few  deer  crouched 
in  the  shade,  or  playfully  wantoned  near  the 
river,  adding  the  spirit  of  life  to  the  still  beau- 
ties of  wood  and  water.     A  quantity  of  shrubs 
of  the  most  fragrant  and  rare  kinds,  appeared 
to  flourish  spontaneously,  glittering  like  pre- 
cious gems  amongst  the  verdure ;  whilst  valua- 
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ble  exotics  and  plants  of  delicate  culture  rilled 
the  conservatories  with  sweetness. 

A  presiding  influence  had  evidently  shewn 
regard  to  Ella's  favourite  pursuit — the  love 
and  study  of  flowers.  The  garden  especially 
seemed  created  expressly  for  her, — containing 
all  her  favourite  flowers  and  plants  in  rich 
profusion.  The  villa  was  constructed  in  the 
Italian  style,  and  was  singularly  elegant  and 
commodious.  A  light  colonnade  in  white 
marble  extended  on  one  side  of  the  building, 
affording  a  delightful  retreat  at  all  seasons; 
and  some  exquisite  morceaux  of  statuary,  which 
the  Prince  had  brought  from  his  own  country, 
were  tastefully  placed  in  various  points  of  view. 

Perfectly  different  in  every  respect  from  the 
wild  and  solitary  grandeur  of  the  hereditary 
domain  wherein  Ella  had  passed  her  childhood 
and  adolescence,  the  classic  beauty  of  her  pre- 
sent abode  was  not  less  striking  than  the  feudal 
dignity  of  Ereinfels ;  and  the  contrast  proved 

p2 


316  ELLA;    OR 

welcome ;  for  an  indefinite  resemblance  is  ev£r 
more  painful  than  the  most  marked  dissimi- 
larity. 

The  internal  arrangement  of  the  edifice  was 
in  strict  conformity  with  the  exterior,  and  was 
furnished  with  every  luxury  and  elegance  which 
refinement  could  desire,  or  wealth  command. 
The  apartments  were  all  distributed  with  the 
same  consideration  to  Ella's  personal  enjoy- 
ment and  mental  gratification.  One  chamber, 
fitted  up  as  a  library,  blended  on  its  well  gar- 
nished shelves  the  light  literature  of  France 
and  England,  with  the  more  substantial  tomes 
of  German  research.  Another  saloon,  lighted 
from  a  dome,  and  opening  into  a  conservatory, 
was  allotted  for  painting.  A  profusion  of  mo- 
dels and  drawing  materials  were  carefully  as- 
sorted ready  for  use,  whilst  a  gallery  leading 
from  it,  was  hung  with  splendid  originals  by 
the  most  distinguished  masters ;  thus  affording 
ample  and  varied  subjects  for  the  study  and 
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imitation  of  the  lovely  artiste.  The  music 
gallery  claimed  however  the  pre-eminence.  It 
united  the  magnificence  which  shone  in  the 
reception  rooms,  with  the  retired  elegance  of 
the  studio.  Beautifully  proportioned  and  finely 
arched,  the  windows  were  disposed  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  throw  a  chastened  light  within — 
so  that  the  glare  of  day  did  not  destroy  the 
effect  of  harmony.  An  extensive  collection  of 
the  best  works  of  celebrated  composers,  richly 
bound  in  large  volumes,  filled  a  recess.  A 
finely  toned  organ  occupied  one  extremity  of 
the  chamber;  a  brilliant  pianoforte  stood  in 
the  centre ;  and  a  richly  carved  harp,  of  the 
newest  construction,  was  placed  near  it.  Nu- 
merous musical  instruments  of  various  deno- 
minations, and  other  appropriate  furniture, 
completed  the  decoration  of  this  apartment, — 
where  Ella  passed  the  greater  portion  of  her 
time. 

Thus  surrounded  with  every  gratification  the 
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considerate  affection  of  her  husband  could  se- 
lect, the  Princess  di  Corsini  might  have  ap- 
peared an  enviable  person  in  the  estimation 
of  casual  observers,  or  even  to  her  more  inti- 
mate associates,  who  could  only  measure  happi- 
ness by  the  ordinary  criterions  of  station  and 
prosperity, — unconscious  of  the  desolation  of 
heart  which  lay  concealed  under  the  brilliant 
externals  of  rank  and  fortune.  Still  it  was 
not  possible  for  one  of  Ella's  disposition  to  re- 
main altogether  insensible  to  the  flattering 
attention  that  greeted  her  most  simple  desires, 
or  to  receive  with  unbending  coldness  the 
constant  yet  silent  demonstration  of  deep 
attachment.  Yet  the  very  excellencies  of 
Corsini's  character  (and  they  were  numerous) 
proved  almost  a  source  of  pain ;  since  she 
could  not  observe  them  without  a  certain 
degree  of  self-upbraiding.  She  wished  to  love 
her  husband  as  she  felt  that  he  deserved,  and 
the  greater  the  merit  she  saw  in  him,  the  more 
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she  lamented  the  perversity  of  her  own  unyield- 
ing inclinations.  His  very  tenderness  was  a 
tacit  reproach.  She  could  have  borne  anger, 
pique,  neglect,  or  even  harshness;  but  his 
never  failing  kindness  made  her  soul  sink 
within  her  in  conscious  unworthiness. 

Di  Corsini's  manner,  though  bearing  a  de- 
cided military  stamp,  was  also  exceedingly  re- 
fined ;  for,  in  modern  times,  the  duties  of  the 
service  rarely  preclude  the  polish  of  a  court. 
The  bravest  men  on  record,  and  the  most  suc- 
cessful commanders,    have   been   as  renowned 
for  ease  and  gentleness  of  demeanour  in  pri- 
vate, as  for  intrepidity   and   firmness   in    the 
field.     Probably  the  stern  duties  of  their  pro- 
fession  may   render   them  more   keenly  alive 
to  the  courteous  duties  of  society.     They  gain 
from  contrast  what  others  acquire  by  example  ; 
— at  least  so  it  appeared  in  this  instance  ;  for 
the   most  finished  diplomatist  could   scarcely 
have  united  more  delicacy  and  tact  than  the 
Prince  di  Corsini. 
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Week  after  week  glided  calmly  by;  Ella's 
numerous  accomplishments,  and  highly  culti- 
vated understanding,  effectually  checking  the 
most  distant  inroads  of  ennui.  The  Prince, 
born  and  partly  educated  in  Italy,  had  breath- 
ed the  atmosphere  of  poetry  and  beauty  too 
long  not  to  experience  its  delicious  intoxica- 
tion. Enthusiastically  fond  of  the  fine  arts, 
he  possessed  in  his  wife  all  the  elements  of  in- 
tellectual enjoyment.  He  not  only  loved  her 
fondly,  but  felt  proud  of  her  talents  ;  and  she 
on  her  part,  happy  to  afford  him  amusement, 
though  she  could  not  accord  affection,  con- 
stantly exerted  herself  to  the  utmost  for  his 
gratification. 

It  often  happens  that  when  striving  to  please 
others,  we  become  fascinated  by  our  own  efforts, 
and  charmed,  perhaps,  with  an  unexpected 
result,  our  powers  of  giving  pleasure  increase 
as  the  conviction  of  success  warms  their  ener- 
gies to  action.  Thus  Ella,  who  had  originally 
merely  sought  to  beguile  her  husband's  leisure 
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hours,  gradually  became  interested  in  those 
delightful  pursuits  for  which  she  had  pre- 
viously lost  all  zest,  and  she  grew  compara- 
tively cheerful  as  her  thoughts  became  more 
fully  employed. 

Di  Corsini  cherished  Ella,  if  possible,  more 
fondly  as  the  natural  playfulness  of  youth 
again  b famed  in  her  countenance.  Like  the 
sunshine  of  an  April  day,  the  brightness  was 
the  welcomer  from  its  rare  and  transient  qua- 
lity, and  he  endeavoured  to  improve  these 
shining  hours  with  the  persevering  industry  of 
genuine  attachment.  He  frequently  stayed  by 
her  easel  spell-bound,  watching  the  gorgeous 
tints  intended  to  portray  some  lovely  object, 
as  she  rapidly  conveyed  them  to  the  glowing 
canvass.  Sometimes  he  read  aloud,  not  with 
that  impassioned  eloquence  with  which  Albert 
had  been  wont  to  read,  but  in  deep  penetrat- 
ing tones  that  filled,  yet  did  not  overpower 
the  ear ;  convincing  the  reason  without  subju- 
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gating  the  imagination.  His  remarks  and 
general  conversation  partook  of  the  same 
sedate  character.  He  did  not  pour  forth  the 
wild  suggestions  of  fancy,  or  the  vehement 
aspirings  of  an  impatient  spirit ;  he  expressed 
the  deliberate  deductions  of  experience,  and 
the  enlightened  opinions  of  a  polished  mind. 
Although  gifted  with  an  exquisite  ear  for  mu- 
sic, di  Corsini  had  never  heard  Ella's  mas- 
terly performance  until  after  their  marriage. 
Many  causes  had  united  to  prevent  the  dis- 
play of  her  musical  abilities,  and  probably,  the 
real  motive  was  never  mentioned :  —  it  re- 
quired some  effort  of  self-command  to  resume 
a  study  in  which  Albert  had  formerly  been  her 
chief  companion. 

Perhaps  there  are  few  emotions  keener  than 
the  vague  yet  touching  reminiscence  which 
sound  always  brings  with  it.  No  other  asso- 
ciation of  ideas  can  compare  with  that  pro- 
duced by  music;  all  others  are  more  or  less 
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imperfect,  or  indistinct,  or  entangled  with  the 
general  mass  of  accumulated  thoughts  and  im- 
pressions; but  there  is  something  in  the  re- 
currence of  a  familiar  air,  which  is  far  beyond 
mere  recollection ;  it  acts  alike  upon  the  heart 
and  on  the  memory ;  we  not  only  remember, 
but  we  feel  as  we  previously  felt,  and  the  soul, 
losing  the  perception  of  the  present,  lives 
again  in  the  renewed  past. 

But  Ella  resolved  to  conquer  this  morbid 
sensibility,  which  she  deemed  equally  un- 
worthy of  her  as  the  wife  of  Corsini,  and  dero- 
gatory to  her  individual  dignity ;  and  with  an 
effort  which  nevertheless  cost  her  some  mo- 
mentary pain,  she  sedulously  endeavoured  to 
regain  her  former  proficiency.  This  last  ac- 
complishment only  served  to  rivet  more 
strongly  and  closely  the  affections  of  her  hus- 
band. Few  talents  indeed  appeal  to  the  feel- 
ings, either  through  the  medium  of  the  senses 
or  the  imagination,  more  effectually  than  mu- 
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sical  skill ;  and  Ella  was  never  half  so  irresis- 
tible to  her  husband  as  when  she  drew  forth 
the  soft  and  rich  tones  of  her  harp ;  forming, 
as  she  then  did,  as  beautiful  a  living  statue  as 
could  be  found  amid  the  matchless  creations  of 
departed  genius  by  which  she  was  surrounded. 
After  all,  perhaps,  esteem  may  be  considered 
as  the  surest  foundation  of  permanent  attach- 
ment;— especially  when  the  effervescence  of 
early  passion  has  ceased  to  agitate  the  soul. 
The  rise  and  progress  of  a  durable  sentiment 
are  solely  regulated  by  conviction  of  its  being 
well-founded; — just  as  the  illusions  which 
usually  attend  a  first  love,  fade  away  as  the 
sentiment  itself  is  divested  of  prestige.  Like 
the  morning  vapour  which  rests  upon  the 
mountain,  concealing  the  naked  asperities  of 
the  path  before  us,  the  visions  of  youth  hide 
the  harsh  truths  that  are  awaiting  our  maturer 
years ;  and  as  the  vapour  passes  away,  so  pass 
the  hopes  of  our  early  years,  and  lose  them- 
selves in  the  broad  light  of  reality. 
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Great  changes  are  frequently  wrought  through 
imperceptible  means.  We  may  observe  the 
ever  active  principle  of  change  thus  slowly  yet 
surely  at  work  throughout  the  universe.  From 
the  visible  world  its  dominion  extends  to  the 
moral  empire.  Motives,  like  atoms,  as  they 
accumulate  grow  strong,  and  the  human  heart 
is  far  more  liable  to  yield  unresistingly  to  the 
unseen  influence  of  a  series  of  small  causes, 
than  to  succumb  at  once  under  the  immediate 
mastery  of  a  sudden  ascendancy. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  germ  of  affection  was 
beginning  to  develope  itself  in  Ella's  bosom, — 
acquiring  strength,  and  striking  deeper  every 
day. 

Probably  there  is  no  greater  incentive  to 
woman's  love  than  gratitude.  Gratitude  is  the 
delicate  fibre  that  is  best  calculated  to  bind  a 
generous  nature;  it  is  the  elastic  cord  that 
restrains  the  vessel  amid  the  conflict  of  con- 
tending movements ;  holding  fast  the  anchor  of 
the  soul,  when  the  rigid  and  closely  wrought 
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chains  of  duty  and  obedience  would  have  been 
wrenched  asunder.  It  is  so  natural  to  cherish 
the  heart  that  warms  towards  us — to  love  the 
being  who  anticipates  our  wishes,  grieves  over 
our  woes,  rejoices  in  our  pleasures,  and  con- 
tributes the  charm  of  sympathy  to  the  mingled 
cup  of  human  life  ; — and  however  the  blight  of 
disappointment  may  have  shed  its  mildew  on 
our  lot,  stubborn  indeed  must  be  the  mind 
which  can  remain  unchanged  and  unsoftened 
by  the  unremitting  influence  of  kindness. 

This  truth  already  made  itself  felt  by  Ella. 
Her  heart,  purified  and  chastened,  turned  with 
fondness  towards  the  husband  she  was  enabled 
to  appreciate,  as  experience  allowed  her  to 
judge  dispassionately  of  his  excellent  qualities. 
She  had  now  been  a  wife  several  months, 
during  which  period,  the  study  of  di  Corsini's 
disposition  became  familiar  to  her;  and  as  the 
quiet  routine  of  domestic  life  unfolded  the 
rich  mine  of  affection    within  her  possession, 
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she    naturally  yielded    a   portion,  of  her  own 
tenderness  in  return. 

Circumstances  also  combined  to  favour  the 
commencement  of  their  union;  for  Madame 
von  Lindenberg,  perfectly  satisfied  with  her 
daughter's  position  in  life,  had  retired  to 
Ereinfels  Castle,  whilst  Leopold  remained  on 
duty  in  Vienna  :  so  that  the  Prince  and  Princess 
di  Corsini  were  left  entirely  alone.  This  in 
itself  proved  conducive  to  their  happiness ;  for 
the  presence  of  the  nearest  relatives  frequently 
prevents  an  accurate  estimate  of  mutual  qua- 
lities in  husband  and  wife, — whose  whole  fu- 
turity often  hinges  on  those  early  yet  indelible 
impressions,  conveyed  and  received  at  the  very 
onset  of  the  union.  Half  a  century  of  wedded 
life  may  be  embittered  by  one  day  of  peevish- 
ness, by  one  injudicious  confidence,  or  one 
rash  conclusion.  The  opinions,  words  and 
actions  of  the  married,  are  never  so  likely  to 
be   unbiassed   by  prejudice   or   impatience  as 
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when  both  parties  are  left  to  themselves.  Of 
this  the  Baroness  was  so  perfectly  convinced 
that  she  hastened  to  relinquish  the  maternal 
prerogative ;  thereby  giving  her  daughter  a  full 
and  fair  opportunity  of  acquiring  a  practical 
knowledge  of  her  husband's  character,  and  en- 
suring to  herself  the  personal  friendship  of  her 
son-in-law  by  the  timely  sacrifice. 

Comparatively  relieved  by  the  absence  of 
those  "  dear  familiar  faces"  which  might  have 
recalled  too  vividly  the  remembrance  of  other 
ties,  Ella  schooled  her  unresisting  nature  into 
dutiful  and  cheerful  submission ;  and  the  effort 
was  eminently  successful.  She  almost  learned 
to  value  the  felicity  within  her  reach ;  and  as 
the  recollection  of  the  past  was  rapidly  chased 
by  a  succession  of  newer  and  more  agreeable 
sentiments,  she  taught  herself  to  love  the  being 
who  had  caused  this  happy  change,  by  making 
her  happiness  the  study  and  object  of  his  life. 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  was  with  con- 
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siderable  regret  that  Ella  heard  the  intimation 
of  their  approaching  return  to  Vienna.  From 
her  peculiar  position  she  naturally  expected 
that  the  attention  of  society  would  be  directed 
towards  her,  and  she  instinctively  recoiled  from 
it.  Yet  she  felt  how  necessary  it  was  to  live 
no  less  for  her  husband  and  for  the  world, 
than  for  herself.  Her  elevated  rank  challenged 
observation,  and  demanded  a  certain  sacrifice 
of  private  enjoyment. 

Filled  with  vague  apprehension,  Ella  pre- 
pared to  quit  the  delightful  spot  where  she  had 
tasted  the  blessings  of  contentment  and  resig- 
nation^  to  mingle  once  more  in  the  giddy 
throng,  and  perform  the  difficult  part  assigned 
to  a  young  and  beautiful  bride,  in  the  vortex 
of  a  refined  yet  dissipated  circle;  and  on  re- 
entering the  scene  of  former  trials  and  humi- 
liations, she  humbly  and  devoutly  prayed  that 
neither  her  resolution  nor  her  principles  might 
waver  under  the  fiery  ordeal  which  awaited  her. 
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CHAPTER     XVI. 

Un  soir  j'^tais  au  bal ;  les  gracieuses  rilles, 

Parlaient  de  mode  nouvelle,  ou  dansaient  en  quadrilles, 

Et  dans  un  angle  obscur  du  salon  trop  £troit, 

Pendant  que,  seul  de  tous,  j'^coutais  d'un  air  froid, 

Les  airs  napolitains,  lcs  vives  barcarolles, 

Les  walses  emportant  d'amoureuses  paroles,— 

Elie  parut. 

Miry. 

Oh  !  had  we  never,  never  mot, 

Or  could  this  heart  e'en  now  forget ! 

How  linked  how  blessed  we  might  have  been 

Had  fate  not  frown'd  so  dark  between  ! 

Moore's  Lalla  Rookh. 

The  superb  mansion  appropriated  to  the 
embassy,  was  brilliantly  illuminated ;  a  stream 
of  variegated  light  gleamed  from  every  window  ; 
lamps  and  torches  flashed  in  the  courts  below  ; 
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the  neighbouring  buildings  reflected  back  the 
glare,  whilst  the  spacious  street  echoed  with 
the  continuous  roll  of  carriages,  rapidly  driving 
to  the  crowded  portals,  where  groups  of  richly- 
attired  individuals  were  deposited  in  succes- 
sion, and  speedily  ushered  into  the  noble  suite 
of  rooms  prepared  for  the  reception  of  com- 
pany. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  splendour  of  the 
fete,  to  which  all  the  rank  and  beauty  of  the 
Austrian  court  had  been  invited.  The  har- 
mony of  innumerable  instruments  arranged  in 
orchestras,  burst  upon  the  ear ;  beautiful 
strains  of  national  music  vibrated  loud  and 
cheerfully  through  the  halls ;  the  perfume  of 
the  rarest  flowers  and  exotics  shed  a  delicious 
fragrance  around;  nocturnal  plants,  which 
bloom  but  once  in  the  memory  of  man,  had 
been  collected  for  the  occasion ;  and  costly 
draperies  of  the  most  vivid  colours,  were  only 
outshone    by    those     of    the    female    guests. 
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Among  these  latter,  of  all  those  who  skimmed 
lightly  in  the  dance,  or  whirled  in  the  giddy 
evolutions  of  the  waltz,  so  bright,  so  fragile, 
so  undulating  that  they  looked  like  the  crea- 
tions of  fairy-land,  or  the  realization  of  a  poet's 
dream — among  them  all,  the  most  distin- 
guished, the  most  attractive,  the  most  admired, 
was  the  Princess  di  Corsini. 

With  considerable  reluctance  she  had  con- 
sented to  appear  in  public  on  this  festive  occa- 
sion. In  compliance,  however,  with  the  often 
reiterated  desires  of  her  husband,  she  came, 
not  to  participate  in  the  pleasures  of  the  night, 
but  to  gratify  the  wishes  of  one  to  whom  she 
owed  so  much. 

Simply  attired  in  white  of  the  most  delicate  tex- 
ture, her  dress  derived  its  principal  charm  from 
the  extreme  elegance  of  form  and  fashion,  rather 
than  the  magnificence  of  the  material  of  which 
it  was  composed.  Her  braided  hair,  confined 
with  a  bandeau  of  jewels,  was  displayed  to  the 
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greatest  advantage,  its  glossy  beauty  being  left 
untouched  by  the  hand  of  caprice.  A  clasp 
of  brilliants  united  the  graceful  folds  of  her  robe. 
She  wore  no  other  ornament. 

Forming  a  striking  contrast  with  the  sim- 
plicity of  his  wife's  costume,  the  commanding 
figure  of  di  Corsini  towered  above  the  glitter- 
ing circle,  decorated  with  various  stars,  cordons, 
and  orders ;  his  distinguished  features  ani- 
mated with  a  benign  expression,  as  he  sup- 
ported her  gentle  steps  through  the  admiring 
crowd. 

With  a  timidity  of  deportment  removed 
alike  from  coldness  as  from  disdain,  Ella  gra- 
ciously advanced  towards  her  numerous  ac- 
quaintance, leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  husband, 
from  whom  she  appeared  to  solicit  encourage- 
ment, as  she  acquired  consequence.  She 
received  the  universal  homage  which  her 
beauty  and  station  commanded,  wTith  a  placid 
smile.     Early  sorrow  had  indeed  stamped  her 
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youthful  brow  with  an  impression  of  thought- 
fulness  beyond  her  years  ;  but  excepting  that 
pensive  shade,  indicating  the  habit  of  reflection 
rather  than  the  presence  of  grief,  none  could 
detect  the  deep  seated  sting  of  disappointment, 
which  was  yet  rankling  in  the  breast  of  the 
radiant  being  at  whose  shrine  the  incense  of 
adulation  was  so  profusely  offered. 

Uniformingly  declining  every  solicitation  to 
mingle  with  the  dancers,  she  nevertheless 
found  abundant  occupation  in  watching  the 
busy  throng,  moving  in  ceaseless  activity.  A 
ball  room  is  a  pregnant  theme  for  human  phi- 
losophy. Is  it  not  strange  that  our  boasted 
reason,  which  is  satisfied  with,  or  takes  refuge 
in,  solitary  speculations — which  exerts  its  inge- 
nuity in  conjecturing  the  return  of  a  comet,  or 
examining  the  recondite  instincts  of  a  fly  or  a 
worm— should  overlook  the  wide  field  for  com- 
ment and  observation  which  is  nightly  offered 
in  a  crowded  ball-room  ! 
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As  the  Princess  looked  around  her,  and  at 
the  same  time  listened,  she  felt  conscious  of  a 
thousand  familiar  strains,  which  poured  on  her 
ear  in  succession,  from  the  orchestra ;  and 
there  was  something  melancholy,  something 
beyond  mere  recollection,  in  those  thrilling 
tones.  As  she  listened  to  them  she  felt  that 
she  had  never  experienced  so  much  sadness  of 
heart  since  her  marriage. 

Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  the  dazzling  circle, 
where  beauty  itself  seemed  eclipsed  in  the  num- 
ber of  its  competitors,  she  marked  one  lovely 
form  with  peculiar  interest.  Again  and  again 
the  fair  vision  glided  by ;  it  disappeared  in  the 
crowd,  to  return  with  additional  brilliancy ; 
like  a  meteor,  flashing  brightness  around. 
Ella  trembled  as  she  recognized  the  wife  of 
Rosendahl.  There  was  no  mistaking  that 
countenance.  Her  heart  beat  high  as  the 
revolving  crowd  brought  once  more  the  same 
figure  close  beside  her.     The  features — above 
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all  the  smile — were  the  same  she  had  seen  on  a 
former  occasion.  She  glanced  towards  the 
partner  of  the  young  Countess,  and  beheld — 
Leopold.  A  short  pause  ensued — the  music 
ceased — the  dancers  changed  places,  or  circu- 
lated through  the  spacious  saloons;  and  like 
the  variegated  combinations  of  the  kaleidoscope. 
every  group  was  broken  up  for  a  moment,  and 
its  members  scattered,  to  re-organize  another 
picture  as  brilliant  and  as  transitory  as  the 
former. 

With  a  sort  of  breathless  attention  Ella 
endeavoured  to  follow  the  movements  of  her 
brother  and  his  lovely  companion.  Every 
thought,  every  feeling  seemed  suspended ;  her 
existence  was  concentrated  in  one  point  of 
interest,  and  her  eyes,  rivetted  to  the  spot, 
admitted  no  other  object.  Presently,  to  her 
utter  amazement,  she  perceived  Albert  join 
the  party.  His  hand  was  frankly  extended 
and  cordially  grasped  by  Leopold,  who  in  turn 
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cheerfully  relinquished  the  lady  hanging  on 
his  arm,  to  the  new  comer.  Again  Ella  ob- 
served the  look  of  ineffable  affection;  again 
she  caught  the  smile  of  confiding  attachment ; 
again  she  detected  the  gentle  pressure  with 
which  Rosendahl  drew  the  white  arm  tenderly 
within  his  own.  The  whole  scene  was  inex- 
plicable. In  another  moment  she  lost  sight 
of  the  group,  and  felt  as  if  relieved  from  a 
painful  dream.  With  a  deep  aspiration  she 
looked  up  to  interrogate  the  physiognomy  of 
her  husband ;  but  his  gaze  had  wandered  in 
the  same  direction  with  hers.  In  vain  she 
sought  for  strength  and  support  from  his 
expression  : — a  shade  of  displeasure  stole  over 
his  dark  brow — perhaps  it  was  imagination — or 
was  it  consciousness  ?  The  chain  of  specula- 
tive thought  was  broken  by  Leopold,  who  ad- 
vanced to  them,  exclaiming  with  vehemence : — 
"  Is  she  not  transcendently  beautiful  ?" 

VOL.    II,  Q 
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"  Do  you  mean  the  lady  with  whom  you 
were  waltzing. . .  .the  Countess" — 

She  could  not  articulate  the  name  which  was 
once  to  have  been  her  own. 

"  Yes  !  she  is  decidedly  the  belle  of  the  f£te/' 
cried  he.  "  We  always  heard  that  she  was 
beautiful;  and  in  this  instance  report  did  not 
exaggerate/' 

As  these  words  were  rapidly  spoken,  di 
Corsini  surrendered  his  wife  to  the  guardian- 
ship of  her  brother. 

"  When  were  you  introduced  V  inquired 
Ella,  faltering,  as  the  Prince  moved  away. 

u  But  a  few  days  ago.  She  is  greatly  ad- 
mired ;  to-night  is  quite  her  triumph.  Is  she 
not  very  lovely?'5 

Ella  answered  not,  until  the  reiterated  ques- 
tion extracted  an  unwilling  affirmative. 

"  How  cold  you  are  Ella !  your  approbation 
is  accorded  in  such  measured  terms  that  one 
would  almost  think  you  envied  her  charms," 
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continued  Captain  von  Lindenberg.  "  But 
women  seldom  perceive — or  must  we  say,  sel- 
dom acknowledge  —  each  other's  beauty.  I 
only  wonder  the  step-mother  is  so  satisfied  at 
having  to  present  this  fair  Parisian  importa- 
tion." 

"  Surely  the  young  Countess  cannot  require 
a  chaperon,"  observed  Ella  taking  courage. 
?  Her  husband  is  sufficient  protection  I" 

"  Husband!"  echoed  Leopold.  "Constance 
Rosendahl  is  unmarried." 

iC  Constance !"  repeated  she  mechanically,  a 
strange  sensation  pervading  her  whole  frame. 
"  Constance  !  did  you  say?  were  you  not  danc- 
ing with  the  wife  of " 

"  No  !"  interrupted  von  Lindenberg.  "  The 
Countess  Alfred  is  that  tall  lady  in  black 
velvet; — she  never  dances." 

The  Princess  breathed  with  difficulty.  "  Where 
then  is  the  bride  of. . .  .Albert?" 

Leopold  gazed  earnestly  at  his  sister,  whose 
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pale  cheeks  and  quivering  lips  denoted  but  too 
plainly  the  torture  she  endured. 

"  I  fear  Ella,  there  has  been  some  mistake/' 
said  he,  calmly. 

"  Speak  1  do  not  deceive  me  longer !"  cried 
she,  with  deep  and  scarcely  suppressed  agita- 
tion. 

"  Calm  yourself,  for  heaven's  sake !  the 
Prince  is  looking  at  you  !"  said  her  brother, 
evidently  embarrassed. 

"  The  letter  you  shewed  me,"  said  she 
firmly,  "  contained  an  account  of  Rosendahl's 
wedding..  .  .  .It  was  not  a  deception  ?" 

"  No !  but  we  both  mistook  the  initials. 
Alfred  and  Albert  commence  with  the  same 
letter." 

An  ill  repressed  sigh  alone  answered  this 
announcement.  Leopold  hesitated  to  proceed 
— he  looked  at  his  sister.  Her  cheek  was 
perfectly  colourless ;  but  she  betrayed  no  other 
token  of  emotion. 
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u  May  I  venture  to  offer  my  congratulations 
to  the  Princess  di  Corsini  ?"  said  a  well  known 
voice. 

She  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  speaker 
— Albert  stood  by  her  side.  These  words 
were  uttered  in  a  tone  of  mingled  grief  and 
reproach,  and  it  was  difficult  to  decide  which 
predominated.  Every  syllable  seemed  to  pe- 
netrate her  soul;  yet  she  resolutely  commanded 
her  feelings  sufficiently  to  frame  an  adequate 
reply, — which  was  scarcely  concluded  when 
her  husband  joined  her,  and  accosted  Rosen- 
dahl  with  the  air  of  an  old  acquaintance. 

This  last  was  a  circumstance  for  which  she 
was  totally  unprepared.  Nothing  could  exceed 
the  painfulness  of  her  situation,  on  discovering 
the  apparent  familiarity  existing  between  the 
man  she  loved,  and  him  whom  she  ought  to 
love,  and  to  whom  she  was  indissolubly  united. 
Again  she  met  Albert's  ardent  gaze.  He  was 
thinner    and    paler    than   when    they   parted. 
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Volumes  were  spoken  in  that  one  brief  glance 
— yet  their  purport  was  concentrated  in  one 
brief  phrase — she  was  miserable  ! 

"  Your  sister  has  been  for  some  time  in 
Vienna?"  observed  she^  after  a  pause  which 
threatened  to  become  exceedingly  distressing. 

"  The  Princess  will  have  much  pleasure  in 
cultivating  her  acquaintance/5  rejoined  di  Corsini. 

Albert  bowed  in  acknowledgment  to  the 
Prince;  then  addressing  Ella  continued — "  We 
returned  hither  immediately  after  my  brother's 
marriage.  I  had  hoped  to  meet  you  ere  this/' 
said  he,  lowering  his  voice  so  that  the  last 
portion  of  the  sentence  was  only  audible  to 
her  for  whom  it  was  intended. 

*  Will  the  Count  and  Countess  Alfred  re- 
main long  with  you  r"  inquired  Ella  coldly. 

"  No — my  brother  fills  an  office  of  respon- 
sibility— he  cannot  absent  himself  beyond  a 
certain  period — to-morrow  he  leaves  Vienna 
for  Paris." 
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The  situation  of  Ella  was  every  moment 
becoming  more  and  more  painful  and  em- 
barrassing, as  her  crushed  feelings  more  and 
more  gained  ascendancy  over  those  conven- 
tional forms  which  at  once  impelled  and  ena- 
bled her  to  support  this  interview.  At  length 
the  Prince  pressed  Albert  to  visit  them. 

Albert  changed  colour — but  he  accepted  the 
invitation. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  ground  was  trembling 
and  sinking  under  Ella's  feet,  as  she  heard  the 
unwelcome  affirmative.  The  idea  of  receiving 
Rosendahl  on  terms  of  intimacy  and  friend- 
ship was  intolerable  to  her.  Yet  she  knew 
not  what  course  to  pursue.  The  native  dignity 
of  her  mind  recoiled  at  the  idea  of  seeking  to 
avoid  him ;  yet  on  the  other  hand  to  meet  him — 
to  converse  with  him  as  a  friend — to  listen  to 
him — this  would  require  an  effort  of  self-com- 
mand to  which  she  felt  herself  wholly  unequal. 

"  Why  are  you  not  dancing  ?"  she  asked — 


344  ella;  OR 

scarcely  trusting  herself  to  remain  silent,  lest 
her  husband  should  detect  her  confusion. 

"  I  never  do  now/'  said  he,  and  there  was 
an  expression  of  deep  sadness  thrown  into  the 
last  word. 

At  this  moment,  anxious  to  pay  his  respects 
to  a  party  who  had  just  entered  the  assembly, 
di  Corsini  consigned  his  wife  to  the  charge  of 
Rosendahl.  Ella  hesitated  ere  she  ventured 
to  accept  his  proferred  arm.  It  seemed  as  if 
every  eye  was  fixed  on  her — as  if  the  inmost 
recesses  of  her  heart  were  open  to  the  scrutiny 
of  the  world. 

There  was  a  pause  of  embarrassed  silence, 
which  was  interrupted  by  the  Princess,  who, 
remarked  the  growing  lateness  of  the  hour. 

"  You  are  impatient  to  abridge  even  this 
hurried  interview,"  murmured  Albert  reproach- 
fully, "  oh !  Ella,  my  happiness  is  wrecked.  I 
feel  it  now  more  poignantly  than  ever!  what 
have  you  not  to  answer  for !" 
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"  I  !"  exclaimed  she,  inadvertently,  and  almost 
overpowered  with  emotion — "  I  ? —  you  cannot 
mean  to  accuse  me  of — no  matter" — ex- 
claimed she,  interrupting  herself.  u  Hencefor- 
ward, (she  added  more  firmly),  henceforth 
Count  Rosendahl,  if  we  meet  at  all,  let  it  be 
without  reference  to  the  past." 

At  this  moment  di  Corsini  returned. 

"  You  look  fatigued  dearest,"  exclaimed  he, 
resuming  his  place  by  her  side.  "  I  fear  the 
crowd  and  the  heat  may  have  overpowered 
you.     Shall  I  order  the  carriage  love?" 

"  Permit  me  to  make  inquiry  for  it,"  said 
Albert  timidly,  "  I  fear  the  Princess  is  in- 
disposed." 

He  immediately  vanished  from  the  circle, 
but  returned  without  delay,  and  assisted  the 
wife  of  Corsini  from  the  saloon.  The  glare  of 
the  lamps  fell  full  on  her  pale  countenance,  as 
she  smiled  serenely  on  Albert : — it  was  at  once 
a  smile  of  gratitude,  of  sorrow,  and  of  regret. 
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As  the  equipage  drove  off,  the  Prince  waved 
his  hand  courteously,  exclaiming  "  Remember 
Rosendahl  we  shall  expect  you  to-morrow." 


END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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